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PREFACE. 



? O few particulara have becE recovered respecU 
ing the life and peraonal chaiacter of John 
Mabstok, whose dramatic and satirical 
writings are now for the first time collected 
I together, it would be futile to attempt to promote them 
to the dignitj^ of Biography. The cireumstances knowu. 
Of rather conjectured j respecting this author, for nearly 
faM of whicJi we are indebted to Antpny a Wood, may be 
[Stated in a very few words* According to the Oiford 
Ihiographer, John Maratmi, the dramatist, was a student 
[ill Corpus Cliristi College, Oxford, and was admitted 
iBacheloT of Aita on the twenty-third of February, 1593 ; 
lhi% adds Wood, "in what county he was born I can- 
fnot yet find, beeause, Ist, that he was not matricu- 
lated; 2nd, that he was not scholar of that home, or 
LFeOow, in the admissions of both which, their counties of 
mtivity are constantly registered." Even this statement, 
however, appears to be formed upon a mere conjecture 
originating in the identity of name, not upon the authority 
of trustworthy information ; for he previously mentions a 
John Maraton, '* son of a father of both his names, of tht^ 



City of CoTeitry esquire," who " betmme either a coj 
moner or n gentleman-commoner of Erasen-nose CoDi 
in 1591, aEd in the be^nniog of Pebruaiy, 15@3j he i 
admitted Bachelor of Aits, as the eldest son of an esqnii 
(Jonson, in the Poetaster, expressly alludes to the respect 
hility of Marston's birth); ''and soon after compleating tl 
degree by determination, he went his way, and improT 
his leamin^ in other faculties*" This John Maraton di 
in June, 1634, and was buried near Ms father, some til 
a Counsellor of the Middle Temple, in the Temple Chur 
in London, ** under the stone which hath written on : 
Ohlmoni Sacrum. ^^ Bugdale mentions a John Marsta 
who was appointed Lecturer of the Middle Temple 
1593, and who was probably the "father " referred to hi 
Wood. 

It ia remarked by Wood, that the person last name 
cannot be the dramatist, because the hitter died before tl 
publication of the collective edition of bis plays in 1633 
an observation which clearly shows that he was speakin 
somewhat at random, for that Maraton was living in thi 
year is proved by the dedication prefixed to the work b 
William Shearea, in which he is spoken of as being " no^ 
in his autumn and declining age,'- and as being "/Sj 
dkiaai^ &om this place/' meaning, the place of pubKcatioi 
This objection remoTedi there can be but little doubt thj 
the John Marston who was buried in the Temple Churc 
in 1634 was reaUy the eminent dramatist. According 1 
Oldys, ^larston sprung probably firom a famdy of tbi 
name settled in Aftcot (?}, in Shropshire; and he manic 
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Kiary, daugliter of the EeT. William Wilkes, Chaplain to 

James I., and Eector of St. Martin's, co. Wilts. Now 

Wood, in a notice of Wilkes, says that the latter *' died at 

Baiford St« Maitin, in Wiltshire, of which he was rectoi, 

leamg a daughter named Mary, who was married to John 

MoiBton of the city of Coventry, gentleman ; which John, 

dymg 25 June, 1634, was buried in the church belonging 

to the Temple in London, near to the body of JohB 

Marston his father, sometimes a Counsellor of the Middle 

Temple.'* The John Marston in the first notice, and the 

4(Ri4Q-law of the King's Chaplain, are thus shown to be 

ihe same person. He is also the dramatic writer, unless 

another link in the chain of evidence be unnecessarily 

regarded as a curious but possible coincidence. In Ben 

Jensen's Conversations with William Drummond, it is 

stated — "Marston wrott his father-in-lawes preachiugs, 

imd his father-in-law his commedies;" which seems, 

observes GifEbrd, a humorous allusion to the sombre air of 

Maiston's comedies, as contrasted with the cheerful tone 

of his father-in-law's discourses. 

A few daya before his death, afflicted with an illness so 
^ous that he was compelled to make a mark instead of 
signing his name, Marston gave instructions for his WUI, 
which was duly proved by his widow in the Prerogative 
•Conrt of Canterbury on July 9th, 1634. In this docu- 
«iait he is styled clarkCy probably in reference to his 
collegiate degree. He mentions a cousin in Shropshire, 
which is the county, according to Oldys, whence his family 
originated; and other Mends and relatives are named^ yrly;^^ 
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connection mth Mm is otlierwiae unnoticed- A"^ 
tlie whole is here given : — 

"In the narae of God, Amen, I John Marstoi 
London clarke, bein^ aicke in bodie, but of peifect 
sound mind and raemorie, doe mate my last Will 
Testament in manner and forme folio weiug, Imprli 
I give and bequeath my aoule into the handea of Alnii^ 
God, my Maker and Eedeemer, and my bodie ta 
buried in ChristiaE bury all iu some convenient p 
where my executor hereafter named shall nppointe. It 
I give and bequeath to James CoghiH and James Boyato 
both of ChristchuTcli in the County of Southamptonj i 
somme of fortie shillingea apeeoe to he pnide wii 
sixe monthes after my decease. Item, I give and 
queath to Marie Fabian, the wiefe of William Pabian 
ChriatcbuTch aforesaide, towards the educacion of 
five sonnes, the somme of tweutie eighte potmd of 
rant money of England to bee paied to Mr witliin si 
monthes after my decease. Item, I give to the parria 
church of Chiistchurch aforesaide the somme of m 
poundes, to be paide within sixe monthes next affer m 
decease. Item, I give and bequeath to my couzin Hi 
of Aahford, in the county e of Saloppe, the somme 
twentie poundes to be paied within sixe moneths after 
decease. Item, I give and bequeath to my cozen Griffii 
daughter of , , . . Kingston in the Countie of Surrey, th 
somme of five pomides to be paied unto Mr witMn aq 
monthes after my decease* Item, I give to Marie CoHim 
the danghter of my cozen, Anne CoUis of Chancerie Lane 
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be somme of iive poimdes to be paied unto Mr sixe 
ftonthes after my decease. Item, I give and bequeath 
b my cozeik Riehand Maiston of Newe Inne in the 
Countie of Middlesex, my silver bason and ewre, but nay 
[Will is that my wiefe shall have the use of it imtill it 
fiaH be demaunded of hir by the said Eithard, or hia 
ittomey in that behalfe laivfiilly deputed. Item, I give 
and beqaeath imto George Wallie, and James WaUey, 
lojiiwfa of Mr. Henry WaHie^ the sommc of five poundes 
lp«ece to be paide to the saide Henrie for theier use within 
lixe month ea after my decease. Item, all the rest of my 
goodea and catties^ moveable and umnoveable (my debts 
i&d legacies and fimeral expenses being charged) I give 
Mid bequeath to my we!- beloved wiefe Marie, whome 
, 1 ordaine my sole Exeeutrixe of this my last Will and 
[Testftnuent. And 1 doe hereby renounce and make voyde 
all former WiQs by me heretofore made. In Wittness 
frliereof I have hereunto putt my hand and scale the 
yl ieaventeenth dale of June^ in the tenth yeare of the raigne 
(rfom-e Soveraigne Lord Charles, &c., A*D. 16S4," 

According to Wood, after Marston had obtained his 
degrees, *'he went his way, and improved his learning in 
eM«r fucuUk^" alluding probably to his poetical and 
dramatic efforts, Hjs earliest work, as far as is at present 
inoHTi, is the Scourge of ViUnuiep first pubHshed in 1598, 
ifld in the following year, 1599, he is mentioned in Hena- 
lowe's Biaiy as the nmo pode ; — " Lent unto Wm. Borne, 
tk $B of Septembr, 1599, to lend nnto Mr, Mastone, the 
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mew poete, in eameste of a booke called 
some of xxxx. */' Wliat this play was is not stated ; b( 
tlie following curious undated letter^ discovered by 
Oollier in the archives of Dulwict CoUegej may possib 
relate to the same praductioE ; — 

" j^Ir. Hensloe, at the rose on the Bankside. 
" If you like my play of Columbus, it is verie well a 
you shall give me uoe more then twentie ponudea for 
but If nott, lett mee have it by this Bearer againe, a» 
knowe the kinges Men wiU freeUe giTC m^ asmuch for 
and the profitts of the third daye moreover. 
" Soe I rest yours 

" John Maeston/' 

It thus appears that Marston originally treated for 1 
plays with Henslowe, and it was probably some dispu 
connected with the value of this drama of Columbus th 
caused bun fiftejwards to write for the King's Compai 
The Malcontent, published in 1604, ia expressly stated 
the title-page to have been aeted by the ** King's Majesty 
Servants.'* The following is a list of the writings 
Marston here reprinted * — 

1. The Scourge of Fiihnis.^Fust printed in 1598, i 
reprinted in 1699, mth the addition of the tenth Satij 
It is thus alluded to ui Jonson's Every Man out of hi 
Humour :— *' and how dost thou, ihou grand Scourge^ 
second Untrugs of the time P'' 
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2 . Satires, — " The Metamorphosis of Pigmaliou's Image 

ind certaine Satyres/' 16mo. Lond. 1598. The first poem 

in this Yolume was republished in Alcilia, a very rare 

collection of poems, 1619 and 1628, The present work 

vas issued under Marston's assumed name of William 

Kinsayder, which is also alluded to in What You Will, 

1 and in Hall's epigram against him. The poet Lampatho 

Doria, in the forpier, seems intended ior Marston himself. 

The leason of the quarrel between Hall and Marston is 

unknown ; but the Satire entitled Beactio (vol. iii. p. 226) 

isoertamly levelled at the former, and in another satire he 

again returns to the charge. Mr. Singer is of (opinion 

that "he was angry at being forestalled by the publica- 

fon of Hall's Satires ; he also accuses him of having 

caused an epigram to be pasted to the latter page of every 

Kgmalion that came to the stationers of Cambridge." 

Marston's poem of Pigmalion's Image, "with his 
tianrform'd delight," is mentioned as part of the library 
cf a courtezan in a rare poem, Cranley's Amanda, 1635 ; 
and its licentious character had, soon after its publication, 
occasioned an order from the prelates Whitgift and Ban- 
croft for its suppression and destruction, a circumstance 
fliat accounts for its excessive rarity. 

3. Antonio and Mellida, — Published at London, in 
1602, 4to. A. modem edition of it is given in Mr. Dilke's 
Collection of Old Plays, 1814, vol. ii. 

4. Antonio's Eevenge.-^Tlas is the second part of the 



xu 



FEBFAOM. 



I^eeeding drama, publiated also in in 1603. The 
lowing obaervationa by Gifford, respeoling the allusioi 
theae two plays in the Poetaster, are too judicious tc 
omitted i — 

*^ I have already obseryed, ia opposition to the wl 
string of commentators, that Crispinus is Marston 
any doubts of it should remain, after what has h 
advanced, the lines which follow will be more than bi 
cient to remove them. In these, Jonson has accii] 
lated many of the uncouth and barbarous terms wl 
characterise Marston* a poetry. The works which 
autlior had chiefly in view, were the Scourge of Villa! 
and the two parts of Antonio and MeUida, In the for 
of these, Jonson is ridiculed, under the name of Torqua 
for hia affected use of * new-minted words, such as i 
intrimicaie, and delpMc&ei' which are all found in 
earliest comedies j so that we have here, in fact, little n 
than 'the retort courteous.' But, indeed. Mar. 
deserved some reprehension. He boasts, and his bo 
have been repeated by the commentators who gene] 
take all upon trust, that he is * free from hcentiousnoi 
language/ The fact is not so ; he is extremely gross, 
impure. Thia is what Jonson means, when he m 
him * boldly nominate a spade a spade ;' and this to 
the just object of the attack upon him, in the 
play of the Eeturu from Parnassus (see vol ii, p. 3 
I will not affirm that Mars ton's manner is - 
correctly imitated in this collection of his words 
phrases; yet those who read his Satires cannot 
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■le struck witb the arrogancej pedant ry^ and barshoeaa 

[l&alities here attempted to be carlcaiured) wbich pervade 

reiy part of them: while hb dramatic works, more 

wrticalarly those noticed by Jon son, are distin^iished by 

bothing so much as a perpetual bluster^ an overatraitied 

fi&diing aiter sublimity of expression, which ends in 

idptpt and unintelligibLe starts, aad bombast anomaliei 

Itmgtiage* It is but fair to add that, whatever 

irston might think of the present castlgatton, he had 

e good sense to pToiit by it, since his latter worki 

Jbit but few of the terms here ridiculed/' 

According to Ben Jonson*s Conversations with Wil- 

Dnnnmond, ** he (Jonson) had many quarrells with 

iton, beat him, and took his pbtol &om him^ wrote 

Poetaster on him ; the beginning of them were, that 

iraton represented him in the stage, in bis youth givea 

Tenerie*" Were more known of the literary history of 

s period^ it would perhaps be founds that as there was 

tofeably more than one quarrel between these dramatists, 

ako was there more than one sincere reconeiliatLon. 

luit Marston had, at one time, a fervent admiration for 

wjson^ is shown by the dedication to the Malcontent^ 

i&4j and by the verses prefixed to Sejanus, 1605^ — 

Ainicisj amid nostri digniasimi^ dignissimisj Epigramma 

Johannes Marstonius,** — 

Tee ready friendes, spare your uuneedfull bayea j 
This worke dispairefnll Envie must even praise : 




PhGQlius hatk ToicM it loud, through ecctoiBg skiei, 

SeJQuus Pall shall force thy merit rise ; 

For never English shall, or hath befoie, 

Spoake fuller grac'd. He could say muchj not mom 

5, The Malcontmt.^Two editions, the first contaiiiinj 
mueh less matter than the iecond, appeared in 1604 
The latter is the one here reprinted ; and an exoeUeut criti 
cal modem edition of the play will be found in Mr. Dyoe^ 
eoUection of the worts of Webster, who contributed somJ 
portioua of the later copy. The additions were prohiJj' 
made in the year 1600, ♦ 

Eastward Iloe. — ^At least three different editions 
Efe play appeared in 1 605, atid the several copies of ead 
edition frequently yary from each other, but the variatio: 
are generally of small itDportance. A modem text of 
is given in Dodsley's Old Plays, voL iv, Eespecting thi 
pky, there is the follomng entry in Cunningham's Be veil 
Accounts, In trod, p, 44 ;— 

'^ To Joseph Taylor for himselfc and the reste of 
fellowea servaimtes to the Lady EHz. her grace upon thl 
ComiceUs Warraunt dated at Whitehall 21 June 1614 foi 
presenting before his Ma*? a Comedy called Eastward 
Howe oil the xxvth of January last past — \f^. xiij*. iiij' 
and by way of Ina Bla*' reward Ixvj*, viij*'. In all x 

In the first impression of Eastward Hoe^ ia a passagj 
reflecting upon the Scots, for the pubhcation of whicli 
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authors got into serious trouble. The story is thus 
j&di in Ben Jonson's Conversations with Drummond : — 
e was dilated by Sir James Murray to the King, for 
:tuig something against the Scots, in a play Eastward 
8, and voluntarly imprissonned himself with Chapman 
[ Marston, who had written it amongst them. The 
lort was, that they should then [Tiave] had their ears 
; and noses. After their delivery, he banqueted all his 
3Qds; there was Camden, Selden, and others; at the 
dst of the feast his old Mother dranke to him, and 
ewhim a paper which she had (if the sentence had taken 
edition) to have mixed in the prisson among his 
inke, which was full of lustie strong poison, and that 
e was no churie, she told, she minded first to have 
unk of it herself." Eastward Hoe was altered by Tate 
1685, and represented at Dorset Grardens under the 
le of Cuckolds Haven, or ian Alderman no Conjuror. 

7. The Dutch Owrfe^ra^.— Published in 1605, 4to. It 
mentioned in the Black Yeare, 1606, as "corrupting 
aglish conditions." This play "was some few years 
K« reviv'd with success on the present stage, under the 
le of the Eevenge, or the Match in Newgate," Lang- 
ine's Account of the English Dramatick Poets, 1691. 
Cockledemoy's cheating Mrs. Mulligrub the Vintner's 
ife, of the Goblet and the Salmon, is borrow'd from an 
1 French Book called Lea Contea du Monde: see the 
me Story in English, in a Book of Novels, call'd The 
lace of Pleasure, in the last Novel," Md, 



XTl 



FMEFAOB. 



8. Farmitankr. — Two editions of this play were ^^| 
Kshed in IdOdj and the latter being issued as " eorraSHj 
of many faults, which, by reason of the author* s absctiot, 1 
were let slip in the first edition " There is a moderate u 
of it in Mr. DUlce's Old Plays, toL ii, ''The plot of'- 
Dulcimel her cozening the Buke hy a pretended discovery 
of Tiberio's love to her, is borrow'd from BoccWi \ 
Novels, Day 3. Nov. 3, This novel is made use of as sfl 
incident in several other plays, as Plora^s Vagaries, Soal- 
diers fortune j and Kymphadoro'^s humour of loving the 
whole sex, act iii, se, l,is copy'd from Ovid's Amor.ii, 4," 
Langbainej ibid*, p. 351. It is to this comedy that Wooi 
possibly refers, when he aaserts that Marston *^ waa ill 
great renown for his wit and ingenuity in 1606." 

9, BophonUba. — The Wonder of Women, or the Trar' 
jedie of Sophomsba, 4to. Lond. 1606. ** This play is 
founded on history j see Livy, Dec. 3. lib. 10, Com. 
Nepos in vit. Annibal, PobbiuSj Appian, Orosius. The 
Enghsh reader may read this story lively described by 
Sir W. Rawleigh, in his History of the World, book the 
5,'* Langbaine, p. 351. The allusion to quoting authori- 
ties » &c,, mentioned in the Epistle to the Beader, is said 
by Langbaine, p. 350, to be directed against Ben Jonson; 
but this opinion is justly questioned by Giflord. The 
play itself, however, observes the same author, " 1 take to 
be an honest general Satyr, and not (as some mahciouB 
Enemies endeavoured to perawade the World) designed t<S 
strike at any particular Persons.'* An adaptation of the 
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of Sopiionisba in another tragfdy was written in 
^ and acted at Amsterdam in 1620, 

What Fou ^f7^.—Publi9hed in 1607> and inaertetl, 
\ modem text, in Mr. Dilke^s Collection of Old Pluys, 
'* Francisco's aanying the person and humour of 
is BE inddent in aevend plays, as Mr. Cowkj^s 
ian, Albumazer, &c.^ tlio'' I preanme the design was 
fopy'd from Flautus his Amphitmo : this I teke to be 
tour atithorS beat plays/' Langbuiiiej p. 35 L 

The Imaiiate CaunUm. — A tragedy j published iii 
1616, and 13SL Langhaine mentions an earUer 
I of 1503, but no copy printed in that year has yet 
discovered. It is a work of so little merit , that the 
jry of our author will not suffer by an attempt made 
bie critics to assign it to the hand of WiUiam Bark- 
whose name appears as the author in some copies of 
jdition of IdSl. The following judicious obaerva- 
.upoB it are extracted from a eriticiam by an anony- 
f editor t — ** Por the several personages in this Play^ 
interest is excited. The heroine is truly a disgusting 
iu Langbauie asserts that the character was in- 
fer a covert satire upon Joan, Queen of Naples ; 
^ I beUeve he has * found in Homer what was never 
* and imputed to Marston what he had not in his 
^«. Joan, *tia truCj married four hnsbandsj and 
Da J it will be seen, has one husband and three para- 
but there the resemblance, such as it iSjC<3m^\E^V5 
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ends. Joan J witli aU her vices, was a Woman of U 
whDst Isabella is a mere * remoTBelesa, treacherous, 1 
rousj kindless * wanton^ who spends her life in the 
mission of every crim^ and terminates her career 
the stmffold, quibbling nnd cursing, an object of coat 
and detestation. The remaining characters are too w 
sketched, for ua to fed much interest about them* < 
diana and Mizaldus are a couple of pitiful fools, and 
wives scarcely better than two strumpets. The uidei 
which pervades the comic portkins of the dialognc, 
Maiston little honour, and forms a curious comme 
upon that part of the Dedication prefixed to his Sii '. 
published in 1633, wherein the purity of his writin 
commended," 

** It being a common custom with our author tc 
^ise his story, and to personate real persons i 
feig^'d characters: I am perswaded that in this 
under the title of Isahellaj the Insatiable Countc 
Suevia, he meant Joane, the first Queen of Jems 
l^apleS} and 8idly : and I i^ubt not but the reader 
^vill compare the Play with the HistoTy^ will assent i 
coiyecture. Many are the writers that have relatec 
Life, aa Collenuecio, Simmoneta, Villani, Montius^ 
but I refer my English reader to Dr. Fuller ^s Proj 
State, ch. %, That her life has been the subject not 
of history, but of poetry and novels alsOj is manifest 
lliis Play, and the novels of Bandello, who has relate 
s^toiy under the title of the Inordinate Life of the Con 
of Celant. This novel is translated into Freud 
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Idleforest, torn. 2, nov. 30, and possibly our author 
li^t build bis Flay on tbis foundation. The like story 
ll idated in Grdd's fievenge against Adultery, under the 
Pime of Anne of Werdenberg, Dutchess of Ubne : see 
But. 6," Langbaine, ibid. 

' 12. (My Fageant. — ^This " spectade " is preserved in 
aaanuscript in the British Museum, MS. Bibl. Eeg. 18 A. 
xxxi, here reprinted from an edition by P. Hall. 

Other pieces have incorrectly been attributed to 
Marston the dramatist. A sermon by one John Marston, 
Master of Arts, and Eector of the Parish Church of 
St. Mary Magdalen in Canterbury, "preached at St.Mar- 
garett's in Westminster," Feb. 6th, 1642, is unquestion- 
ably by a different author. The Elegiacall Poem on the 
Beath of Lord Grey, Baron of Wilton, inserted in the list 
tf his works in Lowndes' Maaual, is by Robert Marston ; 
iDd an unpublished poem, mentioned in the same work, 
entitled the Newe Metamorphosis, has equally slender 
daims to be considered the production of our author. It is 
a long rambling poem, and parts of it resemble in some 
degree his style ; but the anonymous author expressly states 
that bis name was derived from the French language, a 
condition that is inapplicable to that of Marston. Win- 
itanley, in the lives of the English Poets, 1687, p. 187, 
Mentions "the Faithful Shepherd, a Pastoral," amongst 
ius writings ; another attribution which is equally erroneous 
with the others above alluded to. 

The plays of Marston, with the exception of tba MsJL- 
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content and the Insatiate CountesSj were collected 
OEe volume ia tlie year 1633 by a publlster 
William Shearesj whom Wood, by a curious oversigKtj. 
metamorphosed into William Shakespeare, a 
which waa followed by more than one subsequent 
This little volume is now rare, and copies of it dif i 
minut© particulars, especially in the dedit^tions. Tte 
following general Epistle Dedicatory j prefixed by tte-^-* 
publisher, is worth repnnting, the rather as it is Ott^J i 
occasionally found in copies of the original work : — ■ 

''To THE Right Hokoubable, the Labt Euzabbxe J 

CAftIB, YlSCOUNTBSSE FaWKLAND, fl 

■ ' Many opprobies and aspersions have not long since ] 
been cast upon Playes in generall, and it were requisite I 
and expedient that they were vindicated from them ; but, I 
I referre that taake to those whose leasure is greater^ aai I 
learning more transcendent, Tet, for nay part^ I cannot 1 
perceive wherein they should appeare ao vile and abomi- 1 
nable, that they should bee so vehemently inveighed 1 
against. Is it because they are Plates ? The name^ it 1 
seemes, somewhat offends them; whereas^ if they wer©^ 
styled WoEKESj they might have their approbation also^l 
I hope that I have now somewhat pacified that precise 
aect, by reducing all our Author's aeverall Playes into one 
volume, and so stiled them The WonKs op Mb. John | 
Marston, who was not inferiour unto any in this kinde I 
of writing, in those dayes when these were penned ; and, 
T am perswadedj eqnall uato the best poets of our times. 
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the Hnes bee not answerable to my encomium of him, 
t herein beare with him, because they were his Jute- 
ilia and yonthfoll recreations. Howsoever, hee is free 
om all obscene speeches, which is the chiefe cause that 
akes Playes to bee so odious unto most men. Hee 
shorres such writers, and their workes ; and hath pro- 
ssed himselfe an enemie to all such as stuffe their scenes 
dth ribaldry, and lard their lines with scurrilous taunts 
nd jests ; so that, whatsoever, even in the Spring of Ids 
eeres, hee hath presented upon the private and publike 
[lieater, now, in his Autumne and declining age; hee need 
lot bee ashamed of. And, were it not that hee is so farre 
listant from this place, hee would have beene more care- 
ull in revising the former impressions, and more drcum- 
ipect about this, then I can. In his absence. Noble Lady, 
[ have been imboldened to present these Wokkes unto 
your Honour's view ; and the rather, because your Honour 
is well acquainted with the Muses. In briefe, Fame hath 
gnren out, that your Honour is the mirror of your sex, 
tbe admiration, not onely of this Hand, but of all adjacent 
coantries and dominions, which are acquainted with your 
rare vertues and endowments. K your Honour shall 
Touchsafe to accept this Worke, I, with my Booke, am 
ready prest and bound to be 

" Tour truly devoted, 

" WILLIAM SHEAEES." 

Marston's wit is much commended by Wood, but one of 
the few specimens extant of his conversational powers in 
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this way will scarcely convey a fflvourable impreia 
modern readers* It la recorded in Manningliara's I 
under the date of November 31it, 1602 : — "Jo. Man 
Ibe last Cbristmaa/when he daimct with Aldermmi i 
wives daughter, a Spaniard bomej fell into a strange 
mendation of hir wilt and beauty. When he had i 
she thought to pay him home, and told him, she ih 
he was a poet. 'Tia true, said he, for poets feigne 
lycj and soe did I, when I commended your beauti 
you are exceeding foule," ap. Collier's Annals oi 
Stage, i. 335, ^ 



The dramas now coUeeted togeth^ are reprinted \ 
lutely from the early editions, which were placed ii 
hands of our printers, who thus had the advanta^ 
following them withotit the intervention of a trausci 
They are given as nearly a3 possible in their orii 
state, the only modernizations attempted consisting ii 
alternations of the letters i and^'j and u and p, the r 
tion of which would have answered no usefiil pnij 
while it would have unneceBsarily perplexed the mo 
reader. 
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THE PLAY CALLED 

ANTONIO AND MELLIDA. 

INDUCTION. 

Enter Galeatzo, Pieeo, Albeeto, Antonio, Pobo- 
Bosco, Baluedo, Matzagbnte, and Peliche, 
with parts in their hands; hamng cloakea cast over 
their apparell. 

O M E, sirs, come ! tie musique will 
sounde straiglit for entrance. Are yee 
readie, are yee perfect ? 
Pie, Paitli ! we can say our parts ; but 

\ are ignorant in wliat moidd we must cast our actors. 

iU). Whome doe you personate ? 

?ie. Piero, Duke of Venice. 

ilb, O I ho ! then thus fram6 your exterior shape, 

hautie forme of elate majestic ; 

if you held the palsey shaking head 

reeling chaunce, under your fortunes belt 

strictest vassalage : growe big in thought, 

swolne with glory of successfull armes. • 
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Pie. If that be all, fear not, Tie sute it right. 
Who cannot be proud, stroak up the haire, and strut? 

Alb, Truth ; such ranke custome is growne popular; 
And now the vulgar fashion strides as wide. 
And stalkes as proud upon the weakest stilts 
Of the slight' st fortunes, as if Hercules 
Or burly Atlas shouldred up their state. 

Pie. Good ; but whon^ act you ? 

Alb. The necessitie of the play forceth n^e to aet 
parts: Andrugio, the distressed Duke of Genoa, 
Alberto, a Venetian gentleman, enamoured on the 
Rossaline; whose fortunes being too weake to 
the port of her, he prov'd alwaies desastrous in love; 
worth being much underpoised by the uneven scale, 
currants all thinges by the outwarde stamp of opinion. 

GaL Wei, and what dost thou play ? 

BaL The part of all the world. 

Alb. The part of all the world ? What 's th^ ? 

Bal. The foole. I, in good deede law now, I 
Balurdo, a wealthie mountbaipJdng burgomasco's heir© 
Venice. 

Alb. Ha! ha! one whose foppish nature might 
great, only for wise men's recreation; and, like a juice- 
lesse barke, to preserve the sap of more strenuous sjHii^ 
A servile hounde, that loves the sent of forenuming 
fashion, like an emptie hollow vault, still giving an eecho 
to wit: greedily champing what any other weH valued 
judgement had beforehand shew'd. 

Foro. Ha ! ha ! ha ! tolerably good ; good faith, sweet 
wag. 

Alb. Umh; why, tolerably good; good faith, sweet 
wag ? Go, goe ; you flatter me. 
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'Faro. Bight ; I but dispose my speach to the habit of 
my part. 
AJh. Why, what plaies he? \To Feliche. 

Jell. The wolfe that eats into the breasts of princes ; 
that breeds the lethargy and falling sicknesse in honour ; 
makes justice looke asquint; and blinds the eye of 
merited rewarde from viewing desertfdll vertne. 
Aih, What 's all this periphrafis, ha ? 
fdi. The substance of a supple-chapt flatterer. 
AlJb, O I doth he play Foroboeco the Parasite ? Good, 
i-fiuth. Sirrah, you must seeme now as glib and straight, 
m (mtward semblance as a ladies' buske, though in- 
wardly as crosse as a paire of tailors* legs; having a 
tongue as nimble as his needle, with servile patches of 
^vering flattery to stiteh up the bracks of (the) un- 
worthily honour'd. 

Tofo, I warrant you, I warrant you, you shall see mee 
proove the very perewig to cover the balde pate of braine- 
leme gentilitie. Ho I I will so tickle the sense of bella 
giatiosa madonna with the titillation of hyperbolicall 
praise, that I'le strike it in the nick, in the very nick, 
diock. 

Idi, Thou promisest more than I hope any spectator 

gives faith of performance ; but why looke you so duskie, 

ka? \To Antonio. 

Axt. I was jiever worse fitted since the nativitie of my 

Mtorshippe ; I shall be hist at, on my life now. 

fdi. Why, what must you play ? 

^it^., Faith, I know not what : an hermaphrodite ; two 

parts in one ; my true person being Antonio, son to the 

Duke of Genoa ; though for the love of Mellida, Piero's 

daughter, I take this fained presence of an Amazon, 
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caUing myself riorizell, and I know not what. I a ym 
to play a lady ! I shall nere doe it. ! 

Alb. ! an Amazon should have such a voice, virago) 
like.' Not play two parts in one ? away, away, 'tis oaat 
mon fashion. Nay, if you cannot bear two subtle frooli 
imder one hood ; ideot, goe by, goe by ; off this woild'f 
stage ! times impuritie ! 

Ant. I, but when use hath taught me action to hit tbt 
right point of a ladies' part, I shall growe ignorant wki 
I must tume young prince againe, how but to trusse Df 



Fell. Tushe, never put them off; for women weare the 
breaches still. 

Mat. By the bright honour of a Mfllanoise, and the 
resplendent fulgor of this Steele, I will defende the femi- 
nine to death; and ding his spirit to the verge of hdl, 
that dares divulge a ladies' prejudice. 

[Exeunt Antonio and Alberto. 

Fell. Bampum scrampum, mount tufkie Tamburlaine, 
What rattling thunderdappe breakes from his lips ? 

AW. ! 'tis native to his part. For acting a moderne 
bragadoch under the person of Matzagente, the Duke d 
Millaines' sonne, it may seeme to suite with good fashion 
of coherence. 

Pie. But me thinks he speakes with a spruce attid 
accent of adulterate Spanish. 

Alb. So 'tis resolv'd. For Millane being halfe Spanish 
halfe high Dutch, and halfe Italians, the blood of chiefes 
houses is corrupt and mimgrel'd ; so that you shal see 
fellow vaine-glorious for a Spaniard, gluttonous for ; 
Dutchman, proud for an Italian, and a fantastick ideot fo 
all. Such a one conceipt this Matzagente. 
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I lelL But I have a part allotted mee, which I have 
ilKither able apprehension to conceipt, nor what I conoeipt 
^yitaoas abilitie to utter. 

Qal. Whoop, in the old cut ! Good, shew us a draught 
\id. thy spirit. 

JWi. 'Tis steddie, and must seme so impregnably fort- 
lest with his own content that no envious thought could 
•feor invade his spirit ; never surveying any man so un- 
neasoredly happie, whome I thought not justly hatefull 
far some true impoverishment; never beholding any 
&?oiir of Madam Eelicity gracing another, which his well 
bounded content perswaded not to hang in the front of 
Ids owne fortune ; and therefore as farre from envying any 
nmii, as he valued all men infinitely distant from ac- 
oompHsht beatitude. These native adjuncts appropriate 
to me the name of Fdiche. But last, good, thy humour. 

[Exit Alberto. 
Ant. 'Tis to be described by signes and tokens. For 
anlesse I were possest with a legion of spirits, 'tis impos- 
sible to be made perspicuous by any utterance : for some- 
times he must take austere state, as for the person of 
Galeatzo, the son of the Duke of Florence, and possesse 
Ids exteriour presence with a formall majestic: keepe 
popnlaritie in distance, and on the sudden ding his 
hoBour so prodigally into a common arme, that hee may 
seeme to give up his indiscretion to the mercy of vulgar 
censure. Now as solemne as a travailer, and as grave as 
I Puritanes ruffe ; with the same breath as slight and 
Mattered in his fashion as a — a — any thing. Now, as 
sweet and neat as a harbour's casting-bottle ; straight as 
dovenly as the yeasty breast of an ale-knight; now 
lamenting ; then chafing ; straight laughing ; then . 
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FeU. What then? 

AfU, Faith, I know not what ; 'tad bene a right piu 
for Proteus or Gew. Ho ! blinde Gew would ha' don' 
rarely, rarely. 

Feli. I feare it is not possible to limme ao many pel 
sons in so small a tablet as the oompasse of our pligfa 
afford. 

AfU, Eight ! therefore I have heard that those peraonii 
as he and you, Feliche, that are but slightly drawen a 
this Comedie, should receive more exact aooomplisluncDl 
in a second part ; which, if this obtaine gratious aooepi* 
ance, meanes to try his fortune. 

FelL Peace, here comes the Prolc^e ; deare the Stag& 

[Fxetud 





f THE PROLOGUE. 

|HE wreath of pleasure and delicious sweetes, 
Begirt the gentle front of this faire troope ; 
Select and most respected auditours, 
For wit's sake doe not dreame of miracles. 
Alas ! we shall but falter, if you lay 
The least sad weight of an unused hope 

Upon our weaknesse ; onely we give up 

The worthlesse present of slight idlenesse 

To your authentick censure. ! that our Muse 

Had those abstruse and synowy feculties, 

That, with a straine of fresh invention. 

She might presse out the raritie of Art ; 

The pur'st elixed juyce of rich conceipt 

In your attentive cares ; that with the lip 

Of gratious elocution we might drinke 

A sound carouse unto your health of wit. 

But ! the heathy drynesse of her braine, 

Foyle to your fertile spirits, is asham'd 

To breath her blushing numbers to such eares ; 

let (most ingenious) deigne to vaile our wants. 

With sleek acceptance polish these rude sceanes ; 

And if our slightnesse your large hope beguiles. 

Check not with bended brow, but dimpled smiles. 

[Exit Prologue. 



ACTUS PRIMUS. 




^ The Comets sound a battle within, 
^ Enter Antonio, disguised like an Ainazon. 

Ant. jlfll^ p}EART, wilt not break ? and thou abhorred 
life, 
Wilt thou stiU breath in my enraged bloud? 
Vaines, synewes, arteries, why crackyee not ? 

Burst and divul'st with anguish of my griefe. 

Can man by no meajies creepe out of himselfe. 

And leave the slough of viperous griefe behinde ? 

Antonio, hast thou seene a fight at sea. 

As horrid as the hideous day of doome, 

Betwixt thy father, Duke of Genoa, 

And proud Piero, the Venetian Prince ? 

In which the sea hath swolne with Genoa's bloud. 

And made spring tydes with th' warme reeking gore. 

That gusht from out our gallies scupper holes ; 

In which thy father, poore Andrugio, 

Lyes sunk, or leapt into the armes of chaunce, 

Choakt with the laboring ocean's brackish fome , 

Who even, despite Pietro's cancred hate, 

Would with an armed hand have seized thy love, 

And Unkt thee to the beautious Mellida. 

Have 1 outlived the death of all these hopes ? 
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Have I felt anguish pour'd into my heart, 
Burning like balsamum in tender wounds, 
And yet dost live ? Could not the fretting sea 
Have rowl'd me up in wrinkles of his browe ? 
Is death growen coy P or grim confusion nice ? 
That it win not accompany a wretch, 
•But I must needs be cast on Venice shoare. 
And try new fortunes with this strange disguise ? 
To purchase my adored Mellida. 

\The ComeU sound a flourish ; t 
Harke how Piero's triumphs beat the ayre ; 
O, rugged mischiefe, how thou grat'st my heart ! 
Take spirit, blood ; disguise, be confident ; 
Make a firme stand ; here rests the hope of all,— 
Lower than heU, there is no depth to fall. 

^ The Comets sound a sonnet. Fnter Teliche 
^ Albeeto, Castilio and Foeobosco, a Fage a 

mg a shield; Pieeo in armour ; Catzo a/nd D: 
and Baluedo. All these {saving Piero) a 
with petronels. Seeing entred, they make a i 
in divided foyles* 
Pie. Victorious Fortune, with tryumphant hand, 
Hurleth my glory 'bout this ball of earth, 
Whil'st the Venetian Duke is heaved up, 
On wings of faire successe, to over-looke 
The low cast mines of his enemies, 
To see my selfe ador'd and Genoa quake ; 
My fate is firmer than mischance can shake. 
Feli. Stand ; the ground trembleth. 
Pie. Hah ! an earthquake ? 
Bal. Oh ! I smell a sound. 
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leli. Piero, stay, for I descry a fttme 

ping from out the bosome of the deepe, 
e breath of darknesse, fatall when *tis whist 
Igreatnes stomacke ; this same smoake, call'd pride, 

! heede ; shee'le lift thee to improvidence, 

I breake thy neck from steepe securitie ; 

sele make thee grudge to let Jehova share 
In % successful battailes. 1 shee's ominous ; 
hticeth princes to devour heaven, 
fcrallow omnipotence, out-stare dread fate, 
Subdue etemitie in giant thotight, — 
Beaves up their hurt with swelling, puft conceit, 
KU their soules burst with venom'd arrogance. 
Beware Piero, Eome itselfe hath tried, 
Confusions traine blowes up this babell pride. 

Fie. Pish ! Dimitto superos, summa votorum attigi. 
Ilberto, hast thou yeelded up our fixt decree 
[Into the Genoan embassadour ? 
be they content, if that their duke retume. 
To sende his and his sonne Antonio's head 
As pledges steept in bloud to gaine their peace ? 

Alb. With most obsequious sleek-brow'd intertain. 
They all embrace it as most gratious. 

Fie, Are proclamations sent through Italy, 
That whosoever brings Andrugio's head. 
Or young Anthonio's, shall be guerdoned 
With twentie thousand double pistolets. 
And be endeered to Piero's love P 

ibro. They are sent every way. Sound policy ; sweete 
lord. 

Mi. Confusion to these limber sycophants. 
No sooner mischiefs borne in regency, 
But flattery christens it with policy. \Tacite. 
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Pie. Why tlien ; me Celitum excelsissimum ! 
The intestine malice and inveterate hate 
I alwaies bore to that Andrugio, 
Glories in triumph ore his misery ; 
Nor shall that carpet-boy Antonio 
Match with my daughter, sweet-cheekt Mellida. j 

No ; the publick power makes my faction strong. % 

Feli. Dl; when public power strengthneth private wrosfi 

Pie. 'Tis horse-like not for a man to know his force. • > 

Feli. "lis god-like for a man to feele remorse. 

Pie. Pish ! I prosecute my families revenge, 
Which I'le pursue with such a burning chace. 
Till I have dri'd up all Andrugio's bloud ; 
Weake rage that with slight pittie is withstoode 

[The Comets sound ajhuriih. 
What meanes that fresh triumphall florish sound? 

^16. The prince of Millane, and young Florence heir, 
Approach to gratulate your victorie. 

Pie. Weele girt them with an ample waste of love ; 
Conduct them to our presence royally. 
Let voUies of the great artillery 
From of our gaUies banks play prodigall, 
And sound lowd welcome from their bellowing mouths. 

Fxit Piero tantm' 

^ The Comets sound a cynet, Fkter above, MellidAi 

RossALiNE, and Plavia. Enter belowe, Galeatzo 

with attendants 5 Piero meeteth him, embracethl' 

at which the Cornets sound a Jlorish ; Pieeo ami 

Galeatzo exeunt; the rest stand still, reuard? 

Mel. What prince was that passed through my father's 

Fla. 'Twas Galeatzo, the young Florentine. 

Ros. Troth, one that will besiege thy maidenhead ; 
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' the wals, yfaith (sweet Mellida) 
[Kbat thy flankers be not canon-proofe. 
VHel. Oh, Mary Ambree ! good, thy judgement, wench ; 
f bright elections cleere : what will he proove ? 
iSjM, Hath a short finger and a naked chinne, 
L skipping eye ; dare lay my judgement (faith) 
5 love is glibbery ; there's no hold ont, wench. 
IFC me a husband whose aspect is firme ; 
I full cheekt gallant with a bouncing thigh : 
fOh, he is the paradizo dell madonne content©. 
MeL Even such a one was my Antonio. 

[The Catneta sound a cynet. 
Boa By my nine and thirteth servant (sweete) 
Thou art in love, but stand on tiptoed faire ; 
Here comes Saint Tristram Tirlery Whiffe, yfaith. 

^ Ikter Matzagente ; Pieeo meetes him ; embraceth ; 
at which the Comets sound aflorish : they two standi 
using seeming complements^ whilst the sceane passeth 
above, 

Mel. S. Marke, S. Marke ! what kind of thing appears ? 

Bos, Tor fancies passion, spit upon him ; figh ! 
His face is vamisht. In the name of love. 
What country bred that creature ? 

Mel, Whatishe, Flavia? 

Fla. The heire of Millane, Segnior Matzagent. 

Has, Matzagent ! now, by my pleasures hope, 
He is made like a tilting staffe ; and lookes 
For all the world like an ore-roasted pigge : 
A great tobacco taker too, that's flat ; 
For his eyes looke as if they had bene himg 
In the smoake of his nose. 
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Mel, What husband wil he proove, sweete Eossalin 
Ro8. Avoid him ; for he hath a dwindled legge, 

A lowe forehead, and a thinne cole-black beard ; 

And will be jealous too, bdeeve it, sweete; 

For his chin sweats, and hath a gander neck, 

A thinne lippe, and a little monkish eye ; 

Pretious, what a slender waste he hath ! 

He lookes like a may-pole, or notched stick ; 

Heele snap in two at every little straine. 

Give me a husband that will fill mine armes. 

Of steddie judgement, quicke and nimble sense ; 

Fooles reKsh not a ladies excellence. 

[Exeunt all on the lower Stage; at which the Cc 
sound a flourish, and a peale of shot is ^ 
Mel, The tryumph's ended, but looke, Rossaline, 

What gloomy soule in strange accustrements 

WaUces on the pavement. 

Ros. Good sweete, let's to her ; pree thee, MeUida 
Mel, How covetous thou art of novelties ! 
Ros. Pish ! 'tis our nature to desire things 

That are thought strangers to the common cut. 

Mel. I am exceedingly willing, but 

Ros, But what ? pree thee goe downe ; let's see her 

God send that neither wit nor beauty wants 

Those tempting sweets, affections adamants. [Fn 

Ant. Come downe, she comes like — 0, no simile 

Is pretious, choyce, or elegant enough 

To illustrate her descent ; leape heart she comes, — 

She comes ! snule heaven, and softest southern winde 

Kisse her cheeke gently with perfumed breath. 

She comes : creations puritie, admir'd, 

Ador'd amazing raritie, — she comes ! 
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aow, Antonio, presse thy spirit forth 
following pa$sian, knit thy senses dose, 
ape up thy powers, double all thy man. 

^ Enter Mellida, Eossaline, and Flavia. 
k comes I O, how her eyes dart wonder on my heart ! 
Dont bloode, soule to my lips, taste Hebe's cup ; 
Ind firme on decke, when beauties close fight's up. 
Hel. Ladie, your strange habit doth beget 
Ittr pregnant thoughts, even great of much desire, 
!o be acquaint with your condition. 
5m. Good, swecte lady, without more ceremonies, 
IRiat country daims your birth ? and, sweet, your name ? 
I Jnt. In hope your bountie will extend itselfe 
h selfe same nature of faire curtesie ; 
Re shunne all nioenesse ; my nam's Morizell, 
Hy country Scythia ; I am Amazon 
Cast on this shore by fane of the sea. [names. 

Ro8. Nay, faith, sweete creature, week not vaile our 
[t pleas'd the font to dip me KossaHne ; 
Fhat ladie beares the name of MeUida, 
Fhe Duke of Venice daughter. 

Ant. Madam, I am oblig'd to kisse your hand, 
By imposition of a now dead man. 

\To Mellida, hissing her hand. 
Eos. Now, by my troth, I long, beyond all thought. 
To know the man ; sweete beauty, deigne his name. 
Ant. Ladie, the circumstance is tedious. 
Ros. Troth, not a whit ; good faire, let's have it all : 
I love not, I, to have a jot left out, 
If the tale come from a lov'd orator. 

Ant. Vouchsafe me, then, your hush't observances. 
Vehement in pursuite of strange novelties, 
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After long trayaile througli the Asian maine, 

I shipt my hopefiill thoughts for Brittany ; 

Longing to viewe great Nature's miracle. 

The glorie of our sex, whose fame doth strike 

Kemotest eares with adoration. 

Sayling some two monthes with inconstant winds. 

We view'd the glistering Venetian forts. 

To which we made : when loe I some three leagues oft 

We might descry a horred spectacle ; 

The issue of black fury strow'd the sea 

With tattered carcasses of spKtting ships, 

Halfe sinking, burning, floating, topsie turvie. 

Not farre from these sad ruines of fell rage. 

We might behold a creature presse the waves ; 

Senseless he sprauld, all notcht with gaping wounds ; 

To hiTn we made, and (short) we tooke him up ; 

The first thing he spake was, — Mellida I 

And then he swooned. 

Meh Aye me ! 

Ant. Why sigh you, faire ? 

Ro8, Nothing but little humours ; good sweet, on. 

Ant. His woimds being drest, and life recovered, 
We gan discourse ; when loe ! the sea grewe mad, 
His bowels rumbling with winde passion ; 
Straight swarthy darknesse popt out Phoebus eye. 
And blurd the jocund face of bright cheekt-day ; 
Whilst crudl'd fogges masked even darknesse brow : 
Heaven bad 's good night, and the rocks gron'd 
At the intestine uprore of the maine. 
Now gustie flawes strook up the very heeles 
Of our maine mast, whilst the keene lightning shot 
Through the black bowels of the quaking ayre ; 
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;lit chops a wave, and in his sliftred panch 
fals our ship, and there he breaks his neck : 
in an instant lip was belkt againe. 
thus this martyrd sonle began to sigh : 
GiTe me your hand (quoth he) now doe you graspe 
i' unequal mirrour of ragg*d misery : 
I't not a horrid storme ? O, well shap't sweete^ 

your quicke eye strike through these gashed wounds, 
!ba should beholde a heart, a heart, faire creature, 

more wilde then is this franticke sea. 
^olt doe me a favour, if thou chance surviye ; 
visit Yenice, kisse the pretious white 
0f my most, — nay, all epithites are base 
To attribute to gratious MeUida : 
ffdil her the spirit of Antonio 
Visheth his last gaspe breath'd upon her breast." 
Ros. Why weepes soft hearted FloriseU ? 
[ Ant, Alas, the flintie rocks groand at his plaints. 
ITefl her (quoth he) that her obdurate sire 
--Hath crackt his bosome ; therewithal! he wept, 
I And thus sigh't on. The sea is merciful ; 
Looke how it gapes to bury aU my griefe : 
Well, thou shalt have it, thou shalt be his toumbe : 
My Mth in my love live ; in thee, dy woe, 
I)ye unmatcht anguish, dye Antonio : 
With that he totterd from the reeling decke, 
And downe he.sunke. 
Bo8, Pleasures bodie, what makes my Lady weepe ? 
Mel. Nothing, sweet Rossaline, but the ayer 's sharpe. 
My fethers palace. Madam,' will be proud 
To cntertaine your presence, if youle daine 
Fo make repose within. Aye me I 

2 
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Ant Ladie, our £1^011 ifl nxH tniriouB. 

Ros. Faith) fill ibe nd)ler» iis more geneiotts* 

Mel. Shall I then know how fortune fell at kat. 
What saccour <8ame, or what sizuige &te iaww'dP 

^^. Most wiUmgly : but this sanote court is vast, 
And publike to the staring multiitude. il 

Ros, Sweet Lady, nay good sweet, now by my troth 
Weele be bedfellowes : durt on complement frodii 

[ExeufU; Bosealise fwing Antonio the wa^. 
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ACTUS SECUNDU8. 

» 

[tinier C^MiwM'a€f^pm)eQiing,J^l»o/^^ 

j[AH« CatEO, your Blaster wauts a deaiie 

teuchcr: doe you lieare ? 
I Balurdo oak for your dinuButiye attend- 
ance. 
QaL The belly liath no earea, Dildo. 
2W. Good pugge, give me some capon. 
Cai. No capon, no not a bitte, yee smooth bully ; 
capon's no meat for Dildo : milke, milke, yee glibbery 
urchin, is foode for infents. 
Bit, Upon mine honour. 

(ki. Tour lionour with a paugh ? slid, now every Jack- 
no-apes loads his hacke with the golden coat of honour ; 
every asse puts on the lyons skinne And roars his honour ; 
ipon your honour ! By my ladies pantable, I feare I shall 
Kye to ieare a vintners boy cry, Tis rich neat canary, 
qxm my honour. 
Bil, My stomack's up. 
Cai, I think t^ou Art hung|[y. 

LU, The match of fane is lighted, fastned to the 
tinstock of rage, and wHl presently set fire to tiie touch- 
ble of intemperance, discharging the double coulvering 
)f my incensement in the face of thy opprobrious speach. 
Cai, Be stop the barreU thus ; good Dildq, set not fire 
the touch-hole. 

Dil. My rage is stopt, and 1 will eate to the health of 
le foole, thy master €astflio. 
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Cat. And I will suck the juyce of the capon, to th 
health of the idiot, thy master Balurdo. 

Dil. Faith, our masters are like a case of rapieo 
sheathed in one scabberd of folly. 

Cat, Right Dutch blades. But was't not rare sport i 
the sea-battle, whilst rounce robble hobble roared fid 
the ship sides, to yiewe our masters pluck their plumes aa 
droppe their feathers, for feare of being men of marke. 

JDU, Slud (cri'd Signior Balurdo) O for Don Bessidei 
armour, in the mirror of knighthood : what coil's hoi 
O for an armour, canon proofe: O, more cable, mot 
fetherbeds, more fetherbeds, more cable, till hee had J 
much as my cable hatband, to fence him. 

^ Enter Flayia in haste, with a r^aio. 

Cat. Buxome Flavia : can you sing P song, song. 

Fla. My sweete Dildo, I am not for you at this timi 
Madam Eossalihe stayes for a fresh ruffe to appeare in i 
presence : sweete, away. 

IHl. Twill not be so put off, delicate, delicious, spis 
eyed, sleek skind, slender wasted, dean legd, rarely 8ha| 

Fla. Who, He be at all your service another seasoi 
my faith, ther 's reason in all things. 

JDU. Would I were reason then, that I might be in i 
things. 

Cat. The breefe and the semiquaver is, wee must lu 
the descant you made upon our names, ere you depart. 

Fla. Faith, the song wiU seeme to come off hardly. 

Cat. Troth not a whit, if you seeme to come off quid[ 

Fla. Peait Catzo, knock it lustily then. 

CANTANT. 



CT II.] ANTONIO AND MELLIDA. 21 



\ Enter Fobobosco, mth two torches : Castilio singing 
fawtasticaUy ; EossALiNB running a caranto pose, 
and Balubdo, Eeliche following, wondering at 
them aU, 

foro. Make place, gentlemen ; pages, hold torches, the 
fnnoe approacheth the presence. 

2W. What squeaking cart-wheel have we here? ha? 
Ifake place, gentlemen; pages, holde torches, the prince 
ippioacheth the presence. 
22m. Paugh, what a strong sent 's here, some bodie 
\ nseth to weare socks. 

[ Bd, By this fiEdre candle light, tis not my feete ; I never 
^ wore socks since I suckt pappe. 
ItM. Savourly put off. 

C(ut, Hah, her vdt stings, blisters, galles off the skinne 
witli the tart acrimony of her sharpe quicknesse : by sweete- 
nesse, she is the very Pallas that fliewe out of Jupiter's 
brainepan. Delicious creature, vouchsafe mee your ser- 
: fioe: by the puritie of bounty, I shall be proud of such 
bondage. 

Bos, I vouchsafe it; be my slave. Signior Balurdo, 
wilt thou be my servant too ? 

Bal, O god : forsooth in very good earnest, law, you 

wold make me as a man should say, as a man should say. 

J5?&*. Slud, sweet beauty, will you deign him your service? 

Bos, O, your foole is your only servant. But good 

Feliche, why art thou so sad ? a pennie for thy thought. 



Feli. I sell not my thought so cheap: I valewe my 
meditation at a higher rate. 
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BaL In good sober sadnesse, sweet mistris^ you slioiil 
have had my thought for a penny : by this cnmsoii 
that cost eleven shiUin^Sj thirteene pence, three pen 
hfllfepemiie a yard, that you should, law I 

i?(M. Wh&t was thy thought, good sen- ant ? 

BaL Marne foraooth, how many strike of pease wool 
feed a ho^ fat against Christide. 

Mo^. Paugh ! servant, nib out my rheum, it soileB 
presence. 

Cant, By my wealthiest thought, you grace my 
with an unmeasured honour i I will preserve the soal* 
it, as a most sacred relique for thi& service, 

Mo^. He spit in thy mouth, and thou wilt, to grace th 

FelL O that the stomack of this queasie age 
Digestes, or brookes such law unseasoned gobs. 
And vomits not them forth. I slavish sots. 
Servant, quoth you ? faugh ! if a dogge should crave 
And beg her service, he should have it straight : 
Shee'd give him favours too ; to hcke her ieete. 
Or fetch her fanne, or some such drudgery : 
A good dogs office, which these amorists 
Tryumph of : tis rare, well give her more asse. 
More sot, as long as dropping of her nose 
Is sworne rich pearle by such low slaves as those* 

^0*, Fk™, attend me to attire me. 

[Fxmint Kossaline njid Fkvia* 

Bui- In sad good earnest, sir, you have toucht the 
bare of naked truth j my silk stockbg hath a good gloss 
and I thanke my planets, my legge is not altc^ther un- 
propitiously shap't. Ther« 's a word : unpropitiously P 
thinke I shall speake unpropitiously as wdl as any 
tier in Italv. 
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\ Faro, So helpe me your sweete bounty, you have the 
iBMb gnoefiill preaenee. applausive eleeuty, amwng vdu- 
Wfcy, poliaht adoinatioii, delkioua afPabOitie. 
FeU. Whop : fut, how he ticklea yrai trout under the 
Hes ! you shall see him take him by and by, with gro* 
pi^ fls^ry. 

Jbro. That ever ravisht the eare of wonder. By your 
nreete selfe, then whome I knowe not a more exquisite, 
illustrate, accomplished, pure, respected, ador'd, observed, 
pRtkms, reall» magnanimous, bountioua : if you have an 
itQe ridi cast jerkiB, or so, it shall not be cast away, if; 
bak! heros a foreheade, an eye, a heade, a haire, that 
would make a : or jf you have any spare paire of silver 
spurs, ile doe yon as muoih right in all kinde offiees. 

Mi Of a Idnde parasite. 

Ibro. As any of my meane fortunes shall be able to. 

M. Ab I am a tnie Christian now, thou hast wonne 
the spurres. 

M.;For flattery. 
hov I hate that anne Egyptian louse ; 
A rotten maggot, that lives by stinking filth 
Of tainted spirits : vengeance to such dogs. 
That sprout by gnawing senselesse canon. 

^ Etder Albesto. 

Alb. Gallants, saw you my mistresse, the Ladle EossalineP 

Foro. My mistresse, the Ladie Bossaline, left the pre- 
sence even now. 

Oast. My mistresse, the Ladie Bossaline, vdthdrewe her 
gratious aspect even now. 

Bal. My mistresse, the Ladie Kossaline, withdrewe her 
gratious aspect even^iow. 
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FelL Well said, ecclio* 

Alb. My mistressej and Ms mistresse, and yo- 
treaae, and the doga niistresse : pretkua dear heavi 
Alberto Eves to liave such rivals, 
Slidj I have bin searching every private rome^ 
Corner, and secret angle of the comrt r 
And yetj and yetj and yet she lives conoeal*d. 
Good a wecte PeEche, tell me how to finde 
My bright fae*t nustreaae out. 

FelL Why man, cry out for lanthome and cand 
Pot tis youT onely way, to find yonr bright flaming 
with youT light buniing torch : for most commonl 
light creatures hve in darknease. M 

Alb, Away you heretikoj youle be hurut for -9 

FdL Goe, yon amorous honnd, follow the sent i 
miatresse shooe ; away^ 

Foro, Make a faire pregence, boyes, advantie your ' 
The princes se mates approach, 

BaL And please the gods, now in very good 
law, you shal see me tickle the measures for the 1 
Boe my hangers showe P ^ 

% Fnier Pieeo, Aktonio, Melltua, Eossahis 
LEATZO, Matzagente, Albeeto, a?id Plat 
ikeif ertteTi Peliche and Castilio make a re 
tkeDvKB to pa^ ihrmgh. Fouobosco ml 
Duke to hu state: ik^nwMM Piero speal 
first speech, Mel lid a is takmi hf Gale AT 
Matzagente, to dauwie ; ilieg mppGrti^^ het 
SALTNE^ m like trtanner^ % Albeeto atid Baj 
Flavia, 6^ Feliche mid Castilio, 

Pk^ Beautious AmazoUj sit and seat your 
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. tlie reposure of most soft content. 

)Tmd musick there. Nay, daughter, deare your eyes, 

rom these dull fogs of mistie discontent : 

lOok sprightly, girl. What? though Antonio's droun'd, 

!hat peevish dotard on thy excellence, 

[bat hated issue of Andrugio : 

Yet nudst thou tryumph in my victories ; 

Since, loe, the high borne bloodes of Italy 

Sue for thy seate of love. [Let mudqm sound. 

Beautie and youth run descant on loves ground. 

Mat, Ladie, erect your gratious simmetry : 
Shine in the spheare of sweete affection : 
Your eye as heavie, as the heart of night. 

Mel, My thoughts are as black as your bearde; my 
fortones as ill proportioned as your legs; and aU the 
powers of my minde as leaden as your wit, and as dustie 
as your face is swarthy. 
Qal, Faith, sweet, ile lay thee on the Kps for that jest. 
Mel, I pree thee intrude not on a dead mans right. 
Qd, No, but the livings just possession. 
Thy lips, and love, are mine. 

Md, You nere tooke seizin on them yet : forbeare : 
There's not a vacant comer of my heart. 
Bat all is fild with deade Antonios losse. 
Then urge no more ; O leave to love at all ; 
Tis lease disgracefull, not to mount, then fall. 

Mat, Bright and refulgent ladie, daine your eare : 
You see this blade, — ^had it a courtly lip. 
It wotdd divulge my valour, plead my love, 
Justle that skipping feeble amorist 
Out of your loves seat ; I am Matzagent. 
Qal, Harke thee, I pray thee taint not thy sweete eare 
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With that sots gabble ; by tW beantionj cheeka. 
He is the fiagging'st bulrush that ere droopt 
With each slight mist of raine. But with pleas'd eye 
Smile on my courtahippe. 

Mel. What said you, sir P alas my thought was fiit 
Upon another object. Good, forbear e : 
I shall but weepe. Aye me, what bootes a teaie I 
Come, come, lets dauaoe, muaicke, thou distill*9t 
More sweetuesse in us then this jarring world i 
Both time and measure firom thy straines doe breath. 
Whilst from the channeU. of this durt doth ftowe 
Nothijig hut timelesse griefe, immeaaured woe, 

Ant. how impatience cramps my cracked veins, 
And cniddles thicke my blood, with boiling rage I 

eyea, why leape you not like thunderbolts. 
Of canon bulleta in my rivals face ; 
% me mfelhche mkero, o iametdevolfi^ ? 

AIL What meanes tiie lady fal upon the ground ? 
i&3*. Belike the falling sickuesae. [wili 

Atd. I cannot brooke this sight, my thoughts gi« 
Here lies a wretch, on whome heaven never smilde* 
Eos, What, servant, nere a word, and I here man ? 

1 woxdd shoot some speach forth, to strike the time 
With pleasing touch of amorous complement. 
Say sweete* what keepcs thy minde, what think^at tliou 

Alb, Nothing, 

Bo&, Whats that nothing ? 

Alb^ A womana conatande, 

Fbi, Good, why, woidd'at thou have us sluts^ and 
shift the vestur of our thoughts ? Away for shame. 

Alb, no, thart too constant to afflict my hearty 
Too too firme fixed in unmooved aconie. 
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Bo%, Pisk, pisb i I fixed in tuanoored scome ? 
liy, He k>ye thee to night. 
Alh. But whome to morrow P 

Bm. Faith, as the toy pals me in the head. 

Bd. And pleased the marble heavens, now would I 
oiglit be the toy, to put you in the head, kindly to eon- 
ieipt my my my : pray you give in an epithite for love. 

leli, Boaring, roaiing. 
3 love, thon hast mnrdred me, made me a shadowe, and 
fott heare not Balurdo, but Balurdos ghost. 

5m. Can a ghost speake ? 

M. Scurvily, as I doe. 

Bm. And walke? 

M. After their fashimi. 

Bm, And eate apples? 

Bd. In a soTt> in their garbe, 

M. Pree thee, Flavia, be my mistresse. 

•Ri. Your reason, good Peliche P 

M. Faith, I have nineteene mistresses abreadie, and I 
ot modi disdeigne tiiat thou shold'st make up the fill score. 
Ma, Oh, I heare you make common places of your 
istresses, to performe the office of memory by. Pray 
% in aundent times were not those satten hose P In 
od faith, now they are new dyed, pinkt and scoured, 
y showe as well as if th^ were new. 
bt, mute, Balurdo ? 
fell, I, in faith, and twerc not for printing, and painting, 

breech and your face would be out of reparation. 
Bed. I, an faith, and twere not for printing, and point- 
, my breech and your face would be out of reparation. 
Feli. Good againc. Echo. 
Tla. Thou art, by nature, too foule to be affected. 
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Fell, And thou, by art, too faire to be beloved. 
By wits life, most sparke spirits, but bard chance. 
La ty dine. 

Pie. GraJlants, the night growes old ; and downy sleep^ 
Courts us, to entertaine his company : 
Our tyred Umbes, brus'd in the morning fight, 
Intreat soft rest, and gentle husht repose. 
FiU out Greeke wines ; prepare fresh cressit light : 
Weele have a banquet : Princes, then good night. 

^ ^Tke cornets sound a spinet, and the Duke ffoes ad 
in state. As they are going out, Antonio «%ff 
Mellida ; the rest exeunt. 

Ant. What meanes these scattred looks ? why tremUei 
Why quake your thoughts, in your distracted eyes P \jovt 
Collect your spirits. Madam ; what doe you see ? 
Dost not beholde a ghost ? 

Look, look where he stalks, wrapt up in clouds of griet 
Darting his sowle upon thy wondring eyes. 
Looke, he comes towards thee ; see, he stretches out 
His wretched armes to girt thy loved waste. 
With a most wisht embrace : see'st him not yet ? 
Nor yet ? Ha, Mellida ; thou well maist erre : 
For looke ; he walkes not like Antonio : 
Like that Antonio, that this morning shone. 
In glistering habilliments of armes. 
To seize his love, spight of her fathers spite : 
But like himselfe, wretched, and miserable, 
Banisht, forlome, despairing, strook quite through, 
With sinking griefe, rowled up in seaven-fould doubles 
Of plagues, vanquishable : harke, he speakes to thee. 

Mel. Alas, I can not heare, nor see him. 
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Ant. Why P al this night about the roome he stalkt, 
nd groand, and houl'd, with raging passion, 
lo yiew his love (life blood of all his hopes, 
Crawne of Ids fortunes) dipt by strangers armes. 
Ldce but behinde thee. 

Mel. O, Antonio ; my lord, my love, my 

M. Leave passion, sweet, for time, place, aire, and 
earth, 
Aie an our foes : feare, and be jeabus, faire. 
Lets fly. 

Md, Deare heart ; ha, whether P 

Ant. 0, tis no matter whether, but lets fly. 
Ha i now I thinke ont, I have nere a home : 
No Mher, Mend, no country to imbrace 
Hiese wretched limbes : the world, the All that is. 
Is all my foe : a prince not worth a doite : 
Onelie my head is hoised to high ratei 
Worth twentie thousand double pistolets. 
To him that can but strike it from these shoulders. 
But come, sweete creature, thou shalt be my home; 
My father, country, riches, and my Mend : 
My all, my soule ; and thou and I will live : 
(Lets thinke like what) and thou and I will live 
Like unmatcht mirrors of calamitie. 
The jealous eare of night eave-drops our talke. 
Uolde thee, thers a Jewell ; and looke thee, thers a note 
That will direct thee when, where, how to fly ; 
Bid me adieu. 

Mel, Farewell, bleak misery ! 

Ant, Stay, sweet, lets kisse before you goe ! 

Mel, Farewell, deare soule 1 

Ant. Farewell, my life, my heart ! 
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^ EfUer Andbuoio in armour, Lucio with a aheepeht 
govme in his hand^ and a Page, 

And. ^^^]^§3 ^'^^ yoi^ g^eamei the ^hnddenng ik 
that flakes* 
With silver tinctur, the east viergf 
lieoveii? 

Lu, I thinke it is, so please jour excellence. 
And. Away, I have no excellence to please. 
Pree the observe th^ custome of the world, 
That onely flatters greatnesse. States exalts. 
And please my excdlencel Lucio, 
Thou hast bin ever held respected deare, 
Even pretious to Andrugios inmost love. 
Good, flatter not. Nay, if thou giv'st not fiaith 
That I am wretched, O read that, read thati 

'^^1^ PlEftoSFOSZA^^A6lTiLLIANPBINC£8,/or^ 

EXCELLENT^ the just overthroioe Andbuoio U 
in the Venetian gulfe, haih so assured the Genatoaie 
the justice of his cause ^ and the hatefidnesse of his per^ 
that they have banisht him and all his family .- and, 
confrmMion of their peace with us, have vowed, thai ^ 
or his Sonne, can he attached, to send us both their het 
Wee therefore, by force of our united league^ forbid yo\ 
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irbour him, or ids blood: M ffyom opprdasniku ftrwrn^ 
€ intreai you to send Mm, or Ms kead^ io M« Jbr wee 
Heey by the honour of our bloody to reeompence (my man 
hat brinyeihhis headt with twenUe tkoustmdtkmble pidoieis^ 
md the indeering io our choyaed iove» 

From Yenioe: PiBEo SjPOiteA. 

And. My thooghts are fixt in o(»templatkin 
Why this huge <earth, this monstrous animal. 
That eates her dbikLren, should not have ejres and ears. 
Philosophie maintain!^ that Nator's wise. 
And formes no uselesse or unperfect thing. 
Sii Nature mdoe the eartii, or the earth Nature ? 
Por earthly dmt makes all things, makes the man, 
Uoolds me «p honour; aad like a canning Datdmian, 
Pamts me a pnpini eiren with seeming homth, 
i And gives a sot appearance of a souk : 
I Qoe to, goe to ; thou liest. Philosophy, 
littoie formes things unperfect, uselesse, vaxae. 
Why made she not the earth with eyes and eares P 
That she might see desert, and heare men's plaints : 
That when a souk is splited, sunke with grie£Bi, 
He might £el11 thus, upon the breast of earth ; 
And in her eare, halloo his misery: 
Exdaming thus, O l^u all-bearing earth. 
Which men doe gape for, till thou cramst their mouths, 
And choekst their throts with dust : O ohaune thy brest, 
And let me sinke into thee. Looke who knodcs ; 
Andmgio cals. But O, she's deafe and blinde. 
A wretch but leane reliefe on earth can finde. 

Im, Sweet lord, abandon passion, and disarme. 
Since by the fortune of the tumbling sea, 
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We are rowrd up upon the Venice marsh, 
Lets clip all fortune, least more lowring fate. 

And. More lowring fate ? O Lucio, choak that bre« 
Now I defy chance. Fortunes browe hath frown'd, 
Even to the utmost wrinkle it can bend : 
Her venom's spit. Alas, what country rests. 
What Sonne, what comfort that she can deprive ? 
Tryumphes not Venice in my overthrow ? 
Gapes not my native country for my blood ? 
Lies not my sonne tomb'd in the swelling maine ? 
And yet more lowring fate P There's nothing left 
Unto Andrugio, but Andrugio : 
And that nor mischief, force, distresse, nor hel can tak( 
Fortune my fortunes, not my minde shall shake. 

Im, Speake like your selfe ; but give me leave, my Lc 
To wish your safetie. If you are but scene. 
Your armes display you ; therefore put them off. 
And take . [fo 

And, Would'st thou have me go unarm'd among 
Being besieg'd by passion, entring lists. 
To combat with despaire and mightie griefe : 
My soule beleaguerd with the crushing strength 
Of sharpe impatience. Ha Lucio, goe unarm'd ? 
Come soule, resume the valour of thy birth ; 
My selfe, my selfe will dare aU opposits : 
He muster forces, an unvanquisht power : 
Comets of horse shall presse th' ungratefull earth ; 
This hoUow wombed masse shall inly grone. 
And murmur to sustaine the waight of armes : 
Gastly amazement, with upstarted haire. 
Shall hurry on before, and usher us, 
Whil'st trumpets clamour, with a sound of death. 
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I. Peace, good, my Lord, your speach is al too light. 

, survey your fortunes, looke what 's left 

11 your forces, and your utmost hopes ? 

eake old man, a Page, and your poor selfe. 

W. Andrugio lives, and a feire cause of armes, — 

r that's an annie all invincible 1 

who hath that, hath a battalion 

al, armour of proofe, huge troups of barbed steeds, 

ne squares of pikes, millions of harguebush. 

\ faire cause stands firme, and will abide. 

;ions of Angels fight upon her side. 

M, Then, noble spirit, slide, in strange disguise, 

to some gratious Prince, and sojoume there, 

time and fortune give revenge firme meanes. 
ind. No, He not trust the honour of a man, 
ie is growne great, and makes jperfidiotisnesse 
loimnon water in most princes courts : 
8 in the Chekle-roule : lie not trust my blood ; 
now none breathing, but will cogge a dye 

twentie thousand double pistolets. 
N goes the time ? 
M. I saw no simne to day. 

(nd. No sun wil shine, where poor Andrugio breaths : 
soule growes heavie : boy, let's have a song : 
de sing yet, faith, even despite of fate. 

CANTANT. 

nd. Tis a good boy, and by my troth, well sung, 
nd thou felt'st my griefe, I warrant thee, 
1 would'st have strook division to the height, 
made the life of musicke breath : hold, boy : why so ? 
Gods sake caU me not Andrugio, 

3 
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That I may soone forget what I have bin. 

Por heavens name, name not Antonio, 

That I may not remember he was mine. 

Well, ere yon sunne set. He shew myselfe myselfe, 

Worthy my blood. I was a Duke ; that's all. 

No matter whether, but from whence we fall. \ExewiA 

^ Enier Feliche loalkifig, unbrac't. 

Fell. Castillo? Alberto? Balurdo? none up? 
Forobosco ? Flattery, nor thou up yet : 
Then there's no courtier stirring : that's firme truth ? 
I cannot sleepe : Feliche seldome rests 
In these court lodgings. I have walkt all night, 
To see if the noctumall court delights 
Could force me envie their felicitie : 
And by plaine troth ; I will confesse plaine troth : 
I envie nothing, but the Travense light. 
O, had it eyes, and eares, and tongues, it might 
See sport, heare speach of most strange surquedries. 
O, if that c^dle-light were made a Poet, 
He would proove a rare firking Satyrist, 
And drawe the core forth of impostum'd sin. 
Well, I thanke heaven yet, that my content 
Can envie nothing, but poore candle-light. 
As for the other glistering copper spangs. 
That glisten in the tyer of the Court, 
Praise God, I eyther hate, or pittie them. 
Well, here ile sleepe till that the sceaae of up 
Is past at Court. O cahne husht rich content. 
Is there a being blessednesse without thee ? 
How soft thou down'st the couch where thou dost rest, 
Nectar to life, thou sweet Ambrosian feast. 
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%ter Castilio and his Page : Castilio with a casting 
bottle qfsweete water in his handy sprinkling himselfe. 

2st, Am not I a most sweete youth now? 

'at. Yes, when your throat's perfum'd ; your verie words 

; smell of ambergreece. stay, sir, stay ; 

inkle some sweete water to your shooes heeles, 

it your mistresse may swear you have a sweet foot. 

'Jast Good, very good, very passing passing good. 

feli Fut, what trebble minikin squeaks there? ha? good? 

ry good, very very good ? 

Cmt. I will warble to the delicious concave of my 

istresse eare : and strike her thoughts with 

ae pleasing touch of my voice. 

CANTANT. 

Cmt. Feliche, health, fortune, mirth, and wine. 

Mi. To thee my love divine. 

Cast. I drinke to thee, sweeting. 

feli. Plague on thee for an asse ! 

Cast, Now thou hast scene the court ; by the perfec- 

» of it, dost not envie it ? 

Mi, I wonder it doth not envie me. 

hy, man, I have bene borne upon the spirits wings, 

le soules swift Pegasus, the fantasie : 

id from the height of contemplation, 

ve view'd the feeble joynts men totter on. 

Qvie none ; but hate, or pittie all. 

• when I viewe, with an intentive thought, 

it creature faire, but proud : him rich, but sot : 

other wittie, but unmeasured arrogant : 

a great, yet boundlesse in ambition : 
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Him high borne, but of base life : to'ther feard ; 
Yet feared feares, and fears most, to be most loved : 
Him wise, but made a foole for publick use : 
Th'other learned, but selfe-opinionate : 
When I discourse all these, and see my selfe 
Nor faire, nor rich, nor wittie, great, nor fear'd. 
Yet amply suted with all full content. 
Lord, how I clap my hands, and smooth my brow, 
Eubbing my quiet bosome, tossing up 
A gratefull spirit to Omnipotence ! 

Cast, Ha, ha : but if thou knew'st ray happinesse. 
Thou wouldst even grate away thy soule to dust. 
In envy of my sweete beatitude : 
I can not sleepe for kisses ; I can not rest 
For ladies letters, that importune me 
With such unused vehemence of love. 
Straight to solicit them, that . 

Fell, Confusion seize me, but I thinke thou lyest. 
Why should I not be sought to then as wel ? 
Fut, me thinks I am as like a man. 
Troth, I have a good head of haire, a cheeke 
Not as yet wan'd ; a legge, faith, in the full. 
I ha not a red beard, take not tobacco much : 
And S'lid, for other parts of manlinesse — 

Cast. Pew waw, you nere accorted them in pompe : 
Put your good parts in presence, gratiously. 
Ha, and you had, why, they would ha come of, sprung 
To your armes ; and su'd, and prai'd, and vow*d ; 
And opened all their sweetnesse to your love. 

FelL There are a number of such things, as then 
Have often urg'd me to such loose beliefe : 
But S'lid, you aU doe lye, you all doe lie. 
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have put on good doatlies, and smugd my fiioe, 

trook a f aire wench with a smart speaking eye : 

/ourted in all 49orts, blimt, and passionate ; 

lad opportunitie put them to the ah ! 

^nd, by this light, I finde them wondrous chaste, 

Lmpregnable ; perchance a kisse, or so : 

But for the rest, O most inexorable I 

Cast, Nay then ifaith, pree thee looke here. 

Shewes him the auperscnption of a seeming letter, 
Fel. To her most esteemed, lov'd, and (generous servant, 
&g. CastUio Balthazar. 
Pree the from whome comes this ? faith, I must see. 

From her that is devoted to thee, in most jnivaie sweetes 
^fhve; Rossaline, 

%, God's my comfort, I must see the rest ; 
I must, sans ceremonie ; faith, I must. 

[Feliche takes away the letter by force. 
Cast, 0, you spoyle my ruffe, unset my haire ; good, 
away. 

Fell. Item, for strait canvas, thirteene pence halfe penny. 
Item, for an elle and a halfe of taffata to cover your olde 
canvas dubblet, foureteen shillings and three pence. S'light, 
tliis is a tailors bill. 

Cast. In sooth, it is the outside of her letter, on which 
I tooke the copie of a tailors biU. 

IHl, But tis not crost, I am sure of that. Lord have 
merde on him, his credit hath given up the last gaspe. 
Faith, ile leave him ; for hee lookes as melancholy as a 

'^ench the first night she . [Eadt, 

Feli, Honest musk-cod, twill not be so stitched to- 
gether; take that, and that, and belie no ladies love: 
sweare no more by Jesu : this madam, that ladle *, \!Le;ik»&) 
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goe, foraweare the pres*^nce, travaile tbree years to b 
this bastinado : avoide, puffe paste, avoide. 

Cast. Ajid teU Bot my ladie mother. Well, as I 
a true gentleman, if she had not wild me on her bl^s 
not to spoyle my face ; if I could not finde in my heal 
fight, would I might nere eate a potatoe pye more. 

^ £ttkr Baltjbdo, backward; jyiLBO folhwin^ klmt 
a lookin^-fflmse in om hand, and a candle hi tM ol 
fmnd'. Flayia following him hackmard^ with a U 
ing fflas^e m one hand, and a candle in Ihe oih 
Ro^SAT.mz foUowinp her. Baluedo and Eos 
LlnE Hand Miiing of faces : and so ike Sceane hsg\ 

Feli, More foole, more rare fooles 1 0, for time I 
placej long enough, and large enough, to acte these fo<3l 
Here might be made a rate Scene of foUy, if the pkt od 
beare it. 

BaL By the suger-caudy aky, hold np the gl| 
higher, that I may see to sweare in fashion, O, one Id 
more would ha made them shine; Gods neakes, ^ 
would have ahone like my mystresse browe. Even bo | 
Duke ft'ownes for all this cursond world t oh, that gat 
kils, it kds. By my golden — what's the richest thing ab< 
me? J 

BiL Your teeth. I 

BaL By my golden teeth, hold np ; that I may put } 
hold up, I say, that I may see to put on my gloves. " 

J>iL 0, deheious, sweet eheekt master, if you dischat 
but one glance from the leveU of that set face, O, yoni 
strike a wench ; youle make any wench love you. • 

BaL By Jesu, I think I am as elegant a Courii 
as , How lik^st thou my suite ? 
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Cat. All, beyond all, no peregal : you are wondered at 
Ebr an asse. 

Bal, Well, Dildo, no Christen creature shall knowe 
hereafter, what I will doe for thee heretofore. 

Eos. HerQ wants a little white, Flavia. 

DU. I, but master, you have one little fiault ; you sleepe 
open mouth'd. 

Bal. Pewe, thou jestst. In good sadnesse, lie have a 
looking glasse nail'd to the testam of the bed, that I may 
see when I sleep, whether tis so, or not ; take heed you 
fye not : goe to, take heede you lye not. 

Fla. By my troth, you looke as like the prinoesse, now 

I, but her lip is lip is a little redder, a very 

little redder : but by the hdpe of Art, or Nature, ere I 
change my p^rewi^e, mine shall be as red. 

Fla. O, I, that face, that eye, that smile, that writhing 
of your bodie, that wanton dandling of your fan, beooms 
prethely, so sweethly, tis even the goodest Ladle that 

breathes, the most amiable . Faith, the fringe of your 

sattin peticote is ript. Good faith, madam, they say you 

are the most bounteous Lady to your women that ever 

most delitious beautie ! Good Madam, let me Idth it. 

^ Enter Piebo. 

Feli. Bare sport, rare sport! A female foole, and a 
female flatterer. 

^. Bodie a mee, the Duke : away the glasse. 

Tie. Take up your paper, Bossaline. 

Bos. Not mine, my Lord. 

Tie. Not yours, my Ladle P lie see what tis. 

Bal. And how does my sweete mistresseP Ladie 
deare, even as tis an olde say, Tis an old horse can neither 
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wighy, nor wagge Ms taile : even so doe I liolde my set 
face still : even so, tis a bad courtier that can neither dis- 
course, nor blow his nose. I 
Pie. Meet me at Abraham^ 8, the JeweSt where Ibouj/U 
my Amazon's disguise. A shippe lies in the port, ready bomt 
for England; make haste, coms private. Antonio. 

^ Enter Castilio, Foeobosco. 
Forobosco, Alberto, Feliche, Castilio, Balurdo? nia> 
keepe the Palace, post to the ports, goe to my dangle 
ters chamber : whether now ? scud to the Jewes, stay, 
runne to the gates, stop the gundolets, let none passe the 
marsh, doe all at once. Antonio? his head, his head 
Keep you the Court, the rest stand stiU, or runne, or goe, 
or shoute, or search, or scud, or call, or hang, or doe doe 
doe, su su su, somthing: I know not who who who, 
what I do do do, nor who who who, where I am. 
trista traditriche, rea, ribalda fortuna, 
Negando mi vindetta mi causa f era mjorte. 

Fell. Ha ha ha ! I could breake my splene at his im- 
patience. 

Ant. Ahna et gratiosa fortuna siate favor evole, 
Etfortunati siano vuoti del mia dulce Mellida, Mellida. 

Mel. Alas, Antonio, I have lost thy note ! 
A number mount my staires ; ile straight retume. 

Fel. Antonio, 
Be not affright, sweete Prince ; appease thy feare. 
Buckle thy spirits up, put aU thy wits 
In wimble action, or thou art surpriz'd. 

Ant. I care not. 

Fel. Art mad, or desperate ? or . 

Ant. Both, both, all, all : I pree thee let mee ly ; 
Spight of you all, I can, and I will dy. 
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FeL You are distrauglit ; O, this is madnesse breath ! 
Ant, Each man take hence life, but no man death : 
Lee's a good fellow, and keepes open house : 
L thousand thousand waies lead to his gate, 
lO his wide-mouth'd porch : when niggard life 
lath but one little, little wicket through, 
^e wring our selves into this wretched world. 
To pule, and weepe, exclaime, to curse and raile. 
To fret, and ban the fates, to strike the earth, 
As I doe now. Antonio, curse thy birth, 
And die ! 

leli. Nay, heayens my comfort, now you are perverse ; 
You know I alwaies lov'd you ; pree thee live. 
Wilt thou strike deade thy friends, drawe mourning teares P 

Aid, Alas, Feliche, I ha nere a friend ; 
No country, father, brother, kinsman left 
To weepe my fate, or sigh my funerall : 
I Toule but up and downe, and fill a seat 
In the darke cave of dusky misery. pcey, 

Mi. Fore heaven, the Duke comes : hold you, take my 
Slinke to my chamber, looke you ; that is it : 
There shall you finde a suite I wore at sea ; 
Take it, and slippe away. Nay, pretious. 
If Youle be peevish, by this light, lie sweare. 
Thou rail'dst upon thy love before thou dyedst, 
kd call'd her strumpet. 
Ant, Sheele not credit thee. 
M. Tut, that's all one : ile defame thy love ; 
And make thy deade trunke held in vile regard. 

Ant. Wilt needs have it so ? why then, Antonio, 
^'^e^anza, in despetto dellfato. 
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^ Eiiicr PiEBO, Galeatzo, Matzagente, Yqj 
Balukdo, and CASTiLto, with we&pon^^ 

Fie. 0, my sweet prmcea, was't not bravely found 
Eyen there I found tlie note, even tLere it lay, 
I kisae tlie pkee for joy^ that there it lay. 
This way he went^ here let os make a stand : 
He keepe this gate my selfe : gallant youth 1 
lie dnnke carouse imto yonr countries healtlij 

^ Enkr Antonio. 
Even in Antonio's scull, 

BaL Lord blease us : lus breath is moie fearefull 
a sergeants voice, when he criesj I arrest. ^m 

Ant. Stoppe Antonio, keepe, keepe Antonio. ^| 

Fk, Where, where man, where ? 

Ant. Here, hene^ let me pursue him downe 
marsh. 

Fie. Hold, there^s my si^et, take a gimdelet : 
Bring me Ms head, his head, and, by mine honour, 
lie make thee the wealthiest mariner that breathes. 

AnL Be sweate my blood out, till I have him safe. 

Fie. Speake heartily ifaith, good mariner. 
0, wee win mount in triumph : soone at night, ^H 
Be set his head up. Lets thinke where, ^H 

Bal. Up on his shoulders, that's the fittest place fc 
K it be not as fit as if it were made for them, 
Balurdo, ttou art a sot, an asse. 

f FMer Melliua in Fagea aUm, dauncmg. 

Fie. Sprightly J ifaith. In troth he^'s somwhat like 
My daugliter Melbda : but alas poore soule^ 
Her honour heeles, God knowes, are halfe so light. 
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Mel. Escap't I am, spite of my fathers spight. 
Pie. Ho, this will wann my bosome ere I sleepe. 

^ Elder Flavia rummg. 

Ma. O my Lord, your daughter. 
Fie. I, I, my daughter's safe enough, I warrant thee. 
Tbis yengeance on the boy will lengthen out 
My daies unmeasuredly. 
It shall be chronicled, time to come ; 
Piero Sforza slewe Androgio's sonne. 
Ila. I, but my Lord, your daughter. 
Tie. I, I, my good wench, she is safe enough. 
Ma. 0, then, my Lord, you know she's run away. 
Fie. Run away, away, how run away P 
fla. She's vanisht in an instante, none knowes whether. 
Fie. Pursue, pursue, fly, run, post, scud away ! 

[Felices dug; And was not good king Salomon. 
%, cafl, run, lowe, ride, cry, shout, hurry, haste : 
Haste, hurry, shoute, cry, ride, rowe, run, call, fly 
Backward and forward, every way about. 

Maldettafortuna chy condura aorta 
Che faro, eke diro, jmrfugir tanto mal / 
Cast. Twas you that struck me even now : was it not ? 
Fel. It was I that struck you even now. 
Cast. Tou bastinadoed me, I take it. 
Fel. I bastinadoed you, and you tooke it. 
Cast. Faith, sir, I have the richest tobacco in the court 
for you ; I would be glad to make you satisfaction, if I 
We wronged you. I would not the sun should set upon 
your anger ; give me your hand. 

Feli. Content faith, so thou'lt breed no more such lies 
^ hate not man, but man's lewd qualities. 
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^ Enter Antonio, in his sea gowne running, 

^TOP, stop Antonio, stay, Antonio. 
Vaine breath, vaine breath, Antonio's lost; 
He can not finde himselfe, not seize him- 

Alas, this that you see is not Antonio, 

His spirit hovers in Piero's court. 

Hurling about his agiU faculties. 

To apprehend the sight of Mellida : 

But poore, poore soule, wanting apt instruments 

To speake or see, stands dumbe and blinde, sad spirit, 

Roul'd up in gloomie clouds as black as ayer, 

Through which the rustic coach of Night is drawne. 

Tis so, He give you instance that tis so. 

Conceipt you me. As having clasp't a rose 

Within my palme, the rose being tane away. 

My hand retaines a little breath of sweete : 

So may man's tnmke ; his spirit slipt awaie. 

Holds still a faint perfume of his sweet ghest. 

Tis so ; for when discursive powers flic out. 

And rome in progresse through the bounds of heaven. 

The soule itselfe gallops along witTi them. 

As chiefetaine of this winged troope of thought. 

Whilst the dull lodge of spirit standeth waste. 
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Jntill the soule retume from . What wast I said ? 

), this is naught, but speckling melancholie. 

[ have beene — 

rhat Morpheus tender skinp — Cosen germane 

Beare with me good — 

MeOida : dod upon dod thus ML. 

EeU u beneath: yet heaven is over all, 

^ Enter Andbugio, Lucid, Cole, and Nobwod. 

Jiul. Come, Ludo, lets goe eat : what hast thou got ? 
Bootes, rootes ? alas, they are seeded, new cut up. 
0, thou hast wrong'd Nature, Ludo : 
But bootes not much ; thou but pursu'st the world, 
That cuts off vertue, fore it comes to growth, 
Least it should seed, and so orerun her sonne, 
Dull pore-blind error. Give me water, boy. 
There is no poison in't I hope, they say 
That lukes in massie plate : and yet the earth 
Is 80 infected with a generall plague. 
That hee's most wise, that thinks there's no man foole : 
Bight prudent, that esteemes no creature just : 
Great policy the least things to mistrust. 
Give me Assay . How we mock greatnesse now ! 

Lu. A strong conceit is rich, so most men deeme. 
If not to be, tis comfort yet to seeme. 

And, Why man, I never was a Prince tiQ now. 
Tis not the bared pate, the bended knees. 
Guilt tipstaves, Tyrrian purple, chaires of state, 
Troopes of pide butterflies, that flutter still 
lu greatnesse summer, that confirme a prince : 
Tis not the unsavory breath of multitudes, 
Showting and clapping, with confused dinne ; 
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That makes a prinoe. No, Lncio, he's a king, 

A true right Idng, that daies doe aught, save wrong, 

Feares nothing mortall, but to be unjust. 

Who is not blowne up with the flattering pufies 

Of spungy sycophants : Who stands unmov'd, 

Despight the justling of opinion : 

Who can enjoy himselfe, maiigre the throng i 

That strive to presse his quiet out of him : 

Who sits upon Jove's footestoole, as I doe, 

Adoring, not affecting, majestic : 

Whose brow is wreathed with the silver crowne 

Of deare content : this, Lucio, is a king. 

And of this empire, every man's possest. 

That's worth his soule. 

Lu. My Lord, the Genowaies had wont to say — 
^nd. Name not the Genowaies : that very word 
Unkings me quite, makes me vile passions slave. 
O, you that made open the gHbbery ice 
Of vulgar favour, viewe Andrugio. 
Was never prince with more applause confirm'd, 
With louder shouts of tryumph launched out 
Into the surgy maine of government : 
Was never Prince with more despight cast out, 
Left shipwrackt, banisht, on more guiltlesse ground. 
O rotten props of the craz'd multitude, 
How you stil double, faulter, under the lightest chance 
That straiues your vaines. Alas, one battle lost, [shout 
Your whorish love, your drunken healths, your houts ai 
Your smooth God save's, and aU your divels last. 
That tempts our quiet, to your heU of throngs. 
Spit on me, Lucio, for I am turned slave : 
Observe how passion domineres ore me. 
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Im. No wonder, noble Lord, having lost a sonne, 

^^ coimtry, crowne, and . 

And. I, Lucio, having lost a sonne, a sonne, 
A oonntry, house, crowne, sonne. lares, misereri lares. 
"Which shall I first deplore ? My sonne, my sonne, 
liy deare sweete boy, my deare Antonio. 
i Ant. Antonio. 

And. I, eccho, I ; I meane Antonio. 

Ant. Antonio, who means Antonio ? 

And. Where art ? what art ? know'st thou Antonio ? 

Ant. Yes. 

And. lives hee ? 

Ant. No. 

And. Where lies hee deade ? 

Ant. Here. 

And. Where? 

M Here. 

^nd. Art thou Antonio ? 

Ant. I thinke I am. 

M. Dost thou but think ? What dost not know thy 

selfe? 
Ant. He is a foole that thinks he knowes himselfe. 
M. Upon thy faith to heaven, give thy name. 
Ant. I were not worthy of Andrugio's blood, 
"I denied my name's Antonio. 

And. I were not worthy to be call'd thy father, 
"I denied my name Andrugio. 
And dost thou live ? O, let me kisse thy cheeke, 
And deaw thy browe with trickling drops of joy. 
^ow heavens wiQ be done : for I have Hved 
To see my joy, my sonne Antonio. 
Give me thy hand ; now fortune doe thy worst. 
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His blood, that lapt thy spirit in the wombe. 
Thus (in his love) will make his armes thy tombe. 

AtU, Blesse not the bodie with your twining arnMJ 
Which is accurst of heaven. O, what black sinne 
Hath bin committed by our auntient house. 
Whose scalding vengeance lights upon our heads. 
That thus the world, and fortune casts us out. 
As loathed objects, mines branded slaves. 

And. Doe not expostulate the heavens will : 
But, O, remember to forget thy selfe : 
Forget remembrance what thou once hast bin. 
Come, creepe with me from out this open ayre. 
Even trees have tongues, and will betray our life. 
I am a raising of our house, my boye : 
Which fortune will not envie, tis so meane. 
And like the world (all durt) there shalt thou rippe 
The inwards of thy fortunes, in mine eares. 
Whilst I sit weeping, blinde with passions teares : 
Then ile begin, and weele such order keepe. 
That one shall still tell greefes, the other weepe. 

\Exit Andrugio, leaving Antonio, and his Pi 

Ani. He follow you. Boy, pree thee stay a little. 
Thou hast had a good voice, if this colde marshe. 
Wherein we lurke, have not corrupted it. 

^ Enter Mellida, standing out of sights in her Pages su 

I pree thee sing, but sirra (marke you me) 

Let each note breath the heart of passion. 

The sad extracture of extreamest griefe. 

Make me a straine ; speake, groning like a bell, 

That towles departing soules. 

Breath me a point that may inforce me weepe. 
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mng my hands, to breake my cursed breast, 
3, and exdaime, lie groveling on the earth, 
ight start up frantick, crying, Mellida ! 
; but, Antonio hath lost Mellida, 
thou shalt see mee (like a man possest) 
de out such passion, that even this brinish marsh 
. squease out teares from out his spungy cheekes : 
locks even groane, and — 
' thee, pree thee sing : 
'. shall nere ha done when I am in, 
liarder for me end, then to begin. 

[The Boy runnes a note^ Antonio breakei it. 
Looke thee, boy, my griefe that hath no end, 
y begin to playne, but pree thee sing. 

CANTANT. 

el. Heaven keep you, sur ! 

n^. Heaven keepe you from me, sir I 

d. I must be acquainted with you, sir. 

•/. Wherefore P Art thou infected with miseiy, 

d with the anguish of calamitie ? 

;hou true sorrow, hearty griefe P canst weepe P 

. not for thee if thou canst not rave, 

[Antonio yb^ on the ground, 
M on the ground, and thus exchdme on heaven ; 
ifling Nature^ why enspiredst thou breath P 
Id, Stay, sir, I thinke you named Mellida. 
H. Know'st thou Mellida P 
Ul. Yes. 

•»^. Hast thou seene Mellida P 
U. Yes. 

^. Then hast thou seene the glory of her sex, 

4 
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The musick of Nature, the imequall'd lustre 
Of unmatched excellence, the united sweete 
Of heavens graces, the most adored beautie. 
That ever strooke amazement in the world ! 

Mel. You seeme to love her. 

jint. With my very soule. 

Mel. Shele not requite it : all her love is fixt 
Upon a gallant, on Antonio, 
The Duke of Genoas sonne. I was her page : 
And often as I waited, she would sigh ; 
O, deere Antonio ! and to strengthen thought. 
Would clip my neck, and kisse, and kisse me thus. 
Therefore leave loving her : fa, faith me thinks 
Her beautie is not halfe so ravishing 
As you discourse of; she hath a freckled face, 
A lowe forehead, and a lumpish eye. 

Ant O heaven, that I should heare such blaspheini 
Boy, rogue, thou liest ! and 
Spavento dell mio core dolce Mellida, 
Di ffrava morte restoro vero dolce Mellida, 
Celesta salvatrice sovrana Mellida 
Del mio s^erar ; trofeo vero Mellida, 

Mel. Diletta e soave anima mia Antonio, 
Godevole belezza cortese Antonio. • . 

Siffnior mio e virginal amore belV Antonio 
Gtcsto delli.mei sensi, car* Antonio. 

Ant. suamisce il cor in un soave baceio, 

Mel. Murono i sensi nel desiato dessio :■ 

Ant. Nel Cielo puo lesser beltapia chiara? 

Mel. Nel mondo pol esser beltapia chiara ? 

Ant. Bammi un baceio da quella bocca beata. 
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ammi, cogUer Vaura odorata 
iw ma neggiann queUo dolce labra, 
Md, Dammipimpero del tuo gradiC amore 
\ bea me, cosempitemo honors, ' 

, eon mi converra morir, 

[ sweet, scout ore the marsh : for my heart trembles 
6A1 every little breath that strikes my eare. 
|lnien thou retumest, theu ile discourse 
low I deceiv'd the court : then thou shall tell 
ow thou escapt'st the watch : weele point our speech 
Vith amorous kissing, kissing commaes, and even suck 
rTHie Hquid breath from out each others lips, 
j^ Jni, Dul clod, no man but such sweete favour dips. 
3 goe, and yet my panting blood perswades me stay. 
Tame cowarde in her sight ? away, away ! 

Luc, I thinke confiision of Babell is falne upon those 
Jovers, that they change their language; but I feare mee, 
^mxy master having but fained the person of a woman, hath 
1^ their unfained imperfection, and is growne double 
tongu'd : ^ for MeUida, she were no woman, if shee could 
Hot yeelde strange language. But howsoever, if I should 
«it in judgement, tis an errour easier to be pardoned by 
the auditors, then excused by the authours; and yet 
some private respect may rebate the edge of the. keener 
oensure. 

^ JEnter Pibbo, Castilio, Matzagente, Foeobosco, 
Felichb, Galeatzo, Baluedo, and his Page, at 
another dore. 

Pie, This way shee took : search, my sweet gentlemen. 
Bow now, Balurdo, canst thou meete with any body ? 
BaL As ]^ am a true gentleman^ I made mj \vot%i& 
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sweat, that lie hath nere a diy thread on him : 
meete with no living creature, but men and 
good sadnesse, I would have sworne I had aeene 
even now : for I sawe a thing stirre under a hedges 
peep't, and I spyed a thing : and I peer'd, and I 
underneath : and truly a right wise man might hfft 
deceived : for it was . 

Fie. What, in the name of heav^i P 

Bal, A dun cowe. 

Feli. Sh'ad nere a ketUe on her head ? 

Fie. Boy, didst thou see a yong lady pasae this i 

Qal. Why speake you not? 

Bal. Gods neakes, proude eUe, give the Duke 

stand bare with a . 

Whogh 1 heavens bless me : Mellida, MelHda I 

Fie, Where man, where P 

Bal, Tumd man, tumd man: women weare the 
loe here ! 

Fie, Light and unduteous 1 kneele not, peevish cUb^ 
Speake not, entreate not, shame unto my honsSi 
Curse to my honour. Where's Antonio P 
Thou traitresse to my hate, what is he shipt 
For England nowP well, whimpering harlot, henoet 

Mel. Grood father I 

Fie, Grood me no goods. Seest thou that spii^ 
youth P ere thou canst tearme to morrow morning d 
thou shalt call him thy husband, lord, and love. 

Mel. Ay me. 

Fie. Blirt on your ay mees, gard her safely hence. 
Drag her away, fle be your gard to night. 
Young Prince, mount up your spirits, and prepare 
To solemnise your nup^als eve with pompe. 



H 
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Jod. T|ie time is scant : now nimble wits upp^are : 
Bbns begins gkame, the welkin's deare. 

{MoeutU aU, but Balmrdo tmd Mm Fage. 
Bal, Now nimble wits appeare ; ile my selfe appeare, 
lurdo's selfe, that in quick wit doth snipasse, 
01 shew the substance of a eompleat ■ ■ . 
JDU, Asse, asse. 

Bal, He mount my coursar, and most gallantly prick ■■ . 
DU, Gallantly prick is too long, ond stands hardly in 
e verse, sir. 

Bai. He speake pure rime, and wiQ so bravely pranke 
that ile tosse love like a praqke, jHranke it : a rime for 
ankeit? 
M. Blankit. 

Bid. That ile tosse love, like a dogge in a blanket : ha 
, in deede law, I thinke, ha ha; I thinke, ha ha, I 
nk I shall tickle the Muses. And I strike it not deade, 
, Balurdo, thou art an arrant sot. 
DU. Bahirdo, thou art an arrant sot. 

f Enier Andbugio and Antonio wreathed together^ 
Lucio. 

dnd. Now, come, united force of chap-fahie death : 
me, power of fretting anguish, leave distresse. 
thus infoulded, we have breasts of proofe 
inst all the yenom'd stings of misery. 
As^. Pather, now I have an antidote 
dnst all the poyson that the world can breath : 
If Mellida, my Mellida doth blesse 
lis bleak waste with her presence. How now, boy, 
Tiy dost thou weepe ? alas ! where's Mellida ? 
Jnt, Ay me, my Lord. 
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Jnd. A sodden horror doth invade my blood, • 
My sinewes tremble, and my panting heart 
Scuds round about my bosome to goe out. 
Dreading the assailant, horrid passion. 
O, be no tyrant, Idll me with one blowe. 
Speake quickly, briefely, boy. 

Pa, Her father found, and seis'd her ; she is gone. 

And, Son, heat thy bloode, be not frose up with grief. 
Courage, sweet boy, sinke not beneath the waight 
Of crushing mischiefe. O where's thy dantlesse heart. 
Thy fathers spirit ! I renounce thy blood. 
If thou forsake thy valour. 

Im. See how his grief speakes in his slow-pac't steps : 
Alas, tis more than he can utter, let him goe. 
Dumbe solitary path best suteth woe. 

And. Give me my armes, my armour, Lucio. [tw 

Lu. Deare Lord, what means this rage, when lacking 
Scarce safes your life, will you in armour rise ? 

And, Fortune feares valour, presseth cowardize. . 

Lu, Then valour gets applause, when it hath place, 
And meanes to blaze it. 

And, Nunquam potest non esse, 

Lu, Patience, my lord, may bring your ils some end. 

Ant What patience, Mend, can ruin'd hopes attend? 
Come, let me die like old Andrugio : 
Worthy my birth. O blood-true-honor'd graves 
Are farre more blessed then base life of slaves. \Exemi' 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 




^ Enter Baluedo, a Painter with two pictures^ and 

DiLDO. 

ND are you a painter P sir, can you drawe, 

can you drawe ? 
Fa, Ye8 sir. 

Bal, Indeede, lawe I now so can my fathers forehorse. 
And are these the workmanshippe of your hands ? 
Pa, I did lymne them. 

BaL Lymne them ? a good word, lymne them : whose 
picture is this? Anno Domini 1599. Beleeve me, master 
Anno Domini was of a good settled age when you lymn'd 
bim. 1599 yeares old? Lets see the other. Etatia sua 
24. Bir Ladie, he is somewhat younger. BeHke master 
Etatis suae was Anno Dominies sonne. 

Va, Is not* your master a 

BH. He hath a little proclivitie to him. 
^a. Proclivitie, good youth? I thank you for your 
courtly proclivitie. 

Bal. Approach, good sir. I did send for you to drawe 
me a devise, an Imprezza, by Sinecdoche a Mott. By 
Phoebus crymson taffata mantle, I thinke I speake as 
melodiously, — looke you, sir, how thinke you on't? I 
wold have you paint mee, for my device, a good fat legge 
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of ewe mutton, swimming in stewde broth of plnmoM 
(boy, keele your mouth,' it runnes over) and the word ahd 
be, Holde my dish, whilst I spill my pottage. Sure, il 
my conscience, twould be the most sweete device, now, 

Pa, Twould sent of kitchin-stuflfe too much. 

Bal, Grods neakes, now I remember mee, I ha the raiei 
devise in my head that ever breathed. Can yon paint m 
a driveling reeling song, and let the word be, Uh. 

Pa. A belch. 

Bal, O, no no : Uh, paint me uh, or nothing. 

Pa, It can not be done, sir, but by a seeming kind d 
drunkennesse. 

Bal, No ? well, let me have a good massie ring, wiA 
your owne poesie graven in it, that must sing a snuH 
trebble, worde for word, thus ; 

And if you will nvy true lover be, 
Comefollowe me to the greene wodde. 

Pa, O Lord, sir, I can not make a picture sing, [sweet; 
Bal, Why? z'lid, I have seen painted things sing as 
But I hav't will tickle it, for a conceipt iMth. 

^ Enter Feliche and Albebto. 

Alb, deare Feliche, give me thy device. 
How shall I purchase love of Bossahne ? 

Fell. S'will, flatter her soundly. 

Alb, Her love is such, I can not flatter her : 
But with my utmost vehemence of speach, 
I have ador'd her beauties. 

Fell, Hast writ good moving unaffected rimes to her? 

Alb, O, yes, Feliche, but she scomes my writ. 

Fell, Hast thou presented her with sumptuous gifts? 
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fJUb. Alas, my forfcanes are too weake to offer them. 
JWt. O, then I have it, ile tell thee what to doe. 

Alb, What, good Feliche P 
[ Idi. Groe and hang thy selfe; I say, goe hang thy selfe, 
rVthat thou canst not give, goe hang thy selfe : 
^Bb tune thee dead, or verse thee to the rope. 
^How thinkst thou of a poet that sung thus : 
Mimera solapaccmt, sola adduni munerafoTTnam: 
Umare ioUcUes Fallada, Ckfpris erit, 
itinera, nmnera. 

Jib, He goe and breath my woes unto the rocks, 
And spend my griefe upon the deafest seas, 
lie weepe my passion to the senselesse trees. 
And loade most solitarie ayre with plamts. 
For wods, trees, sea, or rocky Appenine, 
Is not so ruthlesse as my Eossaline. 
Farewell, deare Mend, expect no more of mee, 
Here ends my part, in this loves Comedy. 

[Ihdi Alberto. JExit Paynter. 

FeU, Now, master Balurdo, whether are you going, ha P 

Bal, Signior Feliche, how doe you, faith, and by my 
troth, how doe youP 

Mi, Whether art thou going, bully P 

Bal, And as heaven helpe mee, how doe you P 
How, doe you ifaith he ? 

Fdi, Whether art going, man P 

Bd, O God, to the court ; ile be willing to give you 
grace and good countnance, if I may but see you ia the 
presence. 

Feli, O, to court P farewell. 

Bal, If you see one in a yellow taffata dubblet, cut 
upon carnation velure, a greene hat, a blewe paire of 
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velvet hose, a gilt rapier, and an orenge tawny] 
worsted silk stockings, tliats I, tliats I. 

FelL Very good, farewell. 

Bal. Ho, you shall knowe me as easily ; I ha 1 
mee a newe greene feather with a red sprig ; you sliafl J 
my wrought shirt hang out at my breeches ; you i 
know me. 

Felu Very good, very good, farewell. 

Bal, Marrie, in the maske twill be somewhat 
But if you heare any bodie speake so wittily, that ] 
makes all the roome laugh ; that's I, that's I. Fa 
good Signior. 

^ Enter FoAobosco, Castilio, a Boy carrying a { 
harpe: Piebo, Mellida in night apparrell, '. 
LINE, Flavia, two Pages. 
Pie, Advance the musiques prize ; now, capring wita, 
Rise to your highest mount ; let choyce delight 
Garland the browe of this tiyumphant night. 
Sfoote, a sits like Lucifer himselfe. 

Ro8, Good sweete Duke, first let their voyces strain i 
musicks price. Give mee the golden harpe : faith 
your favour, ile be umperesse. 

Pie, Sweete neece, content : boyes, cleare your voice arf 
sing. 

1. CANTAT. 

Rx)8. By this goulde, T had rather have a servant with i 
short nose, and a thinne haire, than have such a higl 
stretcht minikin voice. 

Pie, Faire neece, your resison ? 

Ros, By the sweete of love, I should feare extraamel 
that he were an eunuch. 
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5parke spirit, how like yon liis voice ? 
Jpark spirit, how like you his voice ? 
me, youth, thy voice squeakes like a diy cork 
me, come ; lets heare the next. 

2. CANTAT. 

?rust me, a stronge meane. Well sung, my boy. 

% ^^Balurdo. 

Eold, hold, hold : are yee blind ? could ye not see 
comming for the harpe ? And I knock not divi- 
he head, take hence the harpe, make mee a slip, 
le goe but for nine pence. Sir Marke, strike up 
jr Balurdo. 

3. CANTAT. 

nt, gentlemen, judgement. Wast not above line ? 

3 to your mouthes that heard my song. 

right, and dub me knight, Balurdo. 

Kneele downe, and ile dub thee knight of the 

arpe. 

Indeed law, doe, and ile make you ladie of the 

dlestick. 

Come, kneele, kneele. 

^ Tkter a Page to Balukdo. 

My troth, I thank you, it hath never a whistle in't. 
Naie, good sweet cuz, raise up your drooping eies ; 
ere at the point of To have and to hold, from this 
^ard, I would be asham'd to looke thus lumpish, 
ly prettie cuz, tis but the losse of an od maiden- 
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head I at all's daimce ? thou art so sad, harke in mme 
I was about to say, but ile forbeare, 

Bal, I come, I come; more then most hunjiy 
sweete ladies, pine not for my preaence^ ile returoe 
pompe. Well spoke, sir Jeffrey Balmrdo. Ab I ani a ti 
knight, I fede honourable eloquence begin to grope D 
abeadie, [, 

Pie. Faith, mad neeccj I wonder when thon wilt marri 

Ro^, Paithi kinde uncle, when men abandon jelcM 
forsake taking of tobacco, and oeaae to weare their bean 
30 rudely long. Oh, to have a husband with a moa 
continually smoaking, with a bush of furs on the ridge 
his chinne, readie still to flop into Ma foming chaps ^ i 
tis more than moat intollerable. 

Fk. Nay faith, sweete neeoe, I was mightie strong 
thought we should have shut up night with an ol 
comedie: the Prince of Millane shall have Mellidaj 
thou shouldst have . 

-Soa, No bodie, good sweete uncle. I tell you, sir^ 
have thirty-nine servants, and my munkey that makes 
fortieth. Now I love al of them lightly for something, \ 
affect none of them serioualy for anything. 0ne*3 a pi 
sionate foole, and hee flatters mee above beliefe: 
second's a teastie ape, and hee railes at mce beyond 
son \ the third's as grave as some Censor, and hee^tro 
up his mustachoes three times, and makes six plots 
ict faces, before he speakes one wise word ; the fouit 
as dry as the burre of an hemlichoke ; the fifth pail 
and hath alwaies a good colour for what hee speakes : 
sixt— . 

Fie. Stay, stay, sweet neeee, what makes you thus 
pect young gullants worth? 
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Bob, Oh, when I see one were a perewig, I dreade his 
another wallowe in a greate sloppe, I mistrast the 
ion of his thigh ; and weares a raffled boot, I feaie 
) fiisMoQ of his legge. Thus, something in each thing* 
\ tricke in erery thing makes me mistrust imperfection 
I all parts ; and there's the fall point of my addiction. 

The Comets sound a oynet, 

f JEiUer Galeatzo, Matzagente, and Balubdo m 
tnaskery. 

Pie. The roomers too scant: boyes, stand in there, 
dose. 

Mel In Mthe, fiedre sir, I am too sad to daunce. 

Pie. HoVs that, hoVs that? too sad P By heaven, 
And grace him to, or, goe to, — I say no more. [dance, 

Mel. A burning glasse, the word eplendente Phcebo ? 
Tb too carious, I conoeipt it not. 

Oal. Paith, ile td thee. Be no longer bume, then 
joide shine and smile upon my love. For looke yee, fairest, 
hf yoor pure sweets, 
I doe not dote upon your excellence. 
And fidih, unlesse you shed your brightest beames 
Of sonny favour, and acceptive grace 
Upon my tender love, I doe not bume : 
Many but shine, and ile reflect your beames, 
Witii fervent ardor. Paithl I wuld be loath to flatter 
tbee« fidre soule, because I love, not doat, court like thy 
husband, which thy father sweares, to morrowe mome« I 
must be. This is all ; and now from henceforth, trust me, 
MdHda, He not speake one wise word to thee more. 

Mel. I trust yee. 

Ocd. By my troth. He speak pure foole to thee now. 
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Mel, Ton will speake the liker your selfe. 

Gal, Good faith, lie accept of the cockescoi 
will not refuse the bable. 

Mel, Nay, good sweet, keepe.them both; 
mour'd of neither. 

&al, Goe to, I must take you downe for tl 
me your eare. 

Ro8. A glowe wonne ? the word, — Splende 
ienehris. 

Mat, O, ladie, the glowe wonne figurates 
which shineth brightest in most darke, dismal, 
atchievements. 

Ro8, Or rather, your glowe wonne represen 
which only seems to have fire in it, though 
but an ignk fatuuSy and shines onely in the d 
night of fooles admiration. 

Mat, Ladie, my wit hath spurs, if it were 
ride you. 

Ro8. Faith, sir, your wits spurs have b 
rowels ; dull, blunt, they will not drawe blood : 
men ushers may admit them the presence, for 
they can doe to ladies. 

Bat, Truely, I have strained a note above 
devise; looke youj tis a faire rul'd singing 1 
word, Perfect, if it were prickt. 

Fla, Though you are mask't, I can guesse v 
by your wit. You are not the exquisite Balurd 
rarely shap't Balurdo. 

Bal. Who, I? No, I am not Sir Jeffrey I 
am not as well knowne by my wit as an ale 
red lattice. I am not worthy to love and be 
Flavia. 
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a. I will not scome to favour such good parts as are 
kuded in your rarest selfe. 

%L Truely, you speake wisely, and like a jantlewoman 
•ureteene yeares of age. You know the stone called 
J ; the nearer it comes to the fire, the hotter it is : 
the bird, which the geometricians cal avky the farther 
s from the earth, the nearer it is to the heaven ; and 
3, the nigher it is to the flame, the more remote (ther's 
yord, remote), the more remote it is from the frost, 
or wit is quicke ; a Httle thinge pleaseth a young ladie, 
d a smal favour contenteth an ould courtier ; and so, 
reete mistresse, I trusse my codpeece point. 

^ Mnter YziACBE, 

Fie. What might import this florish ? Brii^g us word. 

ML Stand away : here's such a companie of flibotes, 
oiling about this gaUeasse of greatnesse, that there's no 
oarding him. 
'oe you heare yon thing call'd duke ? 

Fie. How now, blunt FeHche ; what's the newes ? 

feU. Yonder's a knight, hath brought Andrugio's head, 
ad craves admittance to your chaire of state. 

\ Comets sound a cynet. Enter Andruqio, m armour. 
Fie, Conduct him with attendance sumptuous ; 

lound all the pleasing instruments of joy ; 

4ake tiyumph stand on tiptoe whil'st we meete : 

) sight most gratious, O revenge most sweete ! 
And, We voice, hy the honour of our birth, to recompence 

vtj/ man that hringeth Andrugio's head, with ttoentie thou- 

^ double pistolets, and the endeering to our choysest love. 
Fie. We still with most unmov'd resolv'd confirme 

Our large munificence : and here breath 
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A Bad and solamne protestation : 

Wlien I recall tMa vowe, 0, let out honfle 

Be even coimnaunded, staindj and trampled on. 

As wortMease rubbisk of nobilitie. 

And. Then here, Piero, is Andni^o's headj 
Eoyally casked in a helme of Steele : 
Give me thy love, and take it. My daimtlease soule 
Hath that \mbounded vigor in bis spirits 
That it can beare more ranke indignitie. 
With lease impatience than thy cancre*! hate 
Can sting antl venome his untainted worth 
With the most viperous sound of malice. Strike ; 
O, let no glimae of honour light thy thoughts. 
If there b€ any heat of royall breath 
Creeping in thy vainea, stifle it. 
Be still thy aclie, bbodie and trecherous, 
Pame not thy house with an admired acte j 

Of princely pittie. Piero, I am come 
To soyie thy house with an ctemail biot 
Of savage enieltie ; strike, or bid me strike, 
I pray my death ; that thy nere dying ahame 
Might live immortall to posterities 
Come, be a prinoely bajigman^ stoppe my breath. 

dread thou shame, no more then I dread death. 
Fie* We are amaz*d, our royall spirits numm'd. 

In stlffe astonisht wonder at thy prowesse. 
Most mightie, valiant, and high towring heart. 
We blush, and tume our hate upon our selvesj 
For hating such an unpeer'd excellence. 

1 joy my state i him whome I loath*d before. 
That now I honour, love, nay more, adore* 

[1^ dUlfiuUi tound a mQur^fuU c^mL Emitr a c^ 
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stay ; wliat tragic spectacle appeares ! 
ose bodie beare you in that moumefull hearse P 
'yu. The breathlesse tmnke of young Antonio. 

)Iel. Antonio (aye me), my lord ! my love ! my . 

dnd, Sweete pretious issue of most honor'd blood, 

;h hope, ripe vertue, O untimely losse ! 

me hither. Mend. Pree thee, doe not weepe. 

dy, I am gladhee's deade ; he shall not see 

is fathers vanquisht by his enemie. 

?en in princely honour ; nay, pree thee, speake ! 

Low dy'd the wretched boy ? 

Jm, My lord ! 

And. I hope he dyed yet like my sonne, ifaith. 

Im, Alas, my lord ! 

And, He died unforst, I trust, and valiantly. 

Jm, Poore gentleman, being 

And. Did his hand shake, or his eye looke dull, 
Sis thoughts rede, fearefiill when he struck the stroke? 
bd if they did. He rend them out the hearse, 
tip up his cearedoth, mangle his bleake face, 
liat when he comes to heaven, the powers divine 
ball nere take notice that he was my sonne. 
e quite disdaime his birth. Nay, pree thee, speake : 
ad twere not hoopt with Steele, my brest wold break. 
Mel. O that my spirit in a sigh could mount 
to the spheare, where thy sweet soule doth rest ! 
Pie, O that my teares, bedeawing thy wan cheeke, 
uld make new spirit sprout in thy could blood ! 
Bal. Verely, he lookes as pittifully as a poore John ; as 
an true knight, I could weepe like a ston'd horse. 
dnd. YiUaine, tis thou hast murdred my sonne ! 
jr unrelenting spirit (thou black dogge, 

5 
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That took'st no passion of Ids fatall love) 
Hath forst him give his life untimely end. 

Pie, Oh ! that my life, her love, my dearest blood 
Would but redeeme one minute of his breath ! 

Ant, I seize that breath. Stand not amaz'd, great state 
I rise from death that never liv'd till now. 
Piero, keepe thy vowe, and I enjoy 
More unexpressed height of happinesse 
Then power of thought can reach ; if not, loe here 
There stands my toumbe, and here a pleasing stage : 
Most wisht spectators of my tragedie, 
To this end have I fain'd, that her faire eye. 
For whom I liv'd, might blesse me ere I die. 

Mel, Can breath depaint my unconceived thoughts? 
Can words describe my infinite delight 
Of seeing thee, my lord Antonio P 
O no ; conceipt, breath, passion, words, be dumbe. 
Whilst I instill the deawe of my sweete bHsse, 
In the soft pressure of a melting kisse ! 
Sic^ sic juvat ire mb umbras. 

Pie. Faire sonne (now lie be proud to call thee sonn 
Enjoy me thus : my verie breast is thine ; 
Possesse me freely, I am wholly thine. 

Ant, Deare father. 

And, Sweet son, sweet son, I can speake no more :• 
My joyes passion flowes above the shoare. 
And choakes the current of my speach. 

Pie, Young Florence prince, to you my lips must 
For a remittance of your interest. 

Gal, In your faire daughter, with all my thought. 
So helpe me faith, the naked truth lie unfold ; 
He that was nere hot will soone be cold. 

Pie, No man els makes daime unto her ? 
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t. The valiant speake tnithinbriefe : no — 
\. Trulie, forSir Jefrey BaLurdo, he disclaimes to have 
lie thing in her. 

. Then here I give her to Antonio. 
1, valiant, most respected prince, 
clippe our hands ; He thus observe my vowe : 
mised twenty thousand double pistolets, 
the indeering to my dearest love, 
in that brought thy head ; thine be the golde, 
)lenmize our houses unitie ; 
Dve be thine, the all I have be thine, 
is fresh wine, the forme weele take by this ; 
e drmke a health, while they two sip a kisse. 
there remaines no discord that can sound 
h accents to the eare of our accord : 
Lease your neece to match. 

)«. Troth, unde, when my sweet fac't cuz hath tolde 
ow she likes the thing called wedlock, may be Be 
a survey of the checkroU of my servants ; and he that 
the best parts of, Be pricke him downe for my 
and. 

tI, For passion of love now, remember me to my 
•esse, lady Eossaline, when she is pricking down the 
parts of her servants. As I am true kuight, I grow 
; I shall carry it. 
e, I will. 

d Lidian wires, once make a pleasing note, 
ectar streames of your sweete ayres, to flote. 
t. Here ends the comick crosses of true love ; 
may the passage most succesfdll prove ! 
FINIS. 






EPILOGUS. 

GENTLEMEN, though I remaine an anned EpUoga 
I stand not as a peremptory chalenger of deseit 
either for him that composed the Comedy, or for us tlul 
acted it ; but a most submissive supplyant for both. Wlui 
imperfection you have seene in us, leave with us, and weel 
amend it ; what hath pleased you, take with you, and cheriJ 
it. You shall not be more ready to embrace anything com 
mendable, then we will endeavour to amend all thing 
reproveable. What we are, is by your favour. What i^ 
shall be, rests all in your applausive incouragements. 
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t THE PROLOGUE, 

E mi^4sh danke of dumzk winter mmps 
The fluent aummers vaine ; and drialing sleete 
ChiUeth the wan bleak cheek of the numd earth, 
Whilst snarling gusts nibble the juyc5e!es leaves, 
the nak^t shuddring hranch ; aad pila the skiime 
m off the soft and delicate aspectea. 
now, me thinks, a sallen tragick secane 
onid suite the timej with pkaaing congruence. 
we be happie in our weake devoyer^ 
all parte pleased in most wlsht eon tent ; 
tut ffweate of Hereulea can nere beget 
% hleat an issue. THerefore^ we proelaime. 
If any spirit breathes witliin this round, 
Fncap&ble of waightie passion 
(Ai from his birth, being bugged in the armes, 
And unzzhd twixt the breastes of bappinesse), 
Who winkes, and sbuta his apprehension up 
From common sense of wbat men were, and are, 
Who would not knowe what men must be — ^let such 
lurrie amaine from our black visa^'d showea : 
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We sliall aiFriglit their eyes. But if a breast 
Nail'd to tlie eartli with griefe, if any heart 
Pierc't through witk anguish pant within this ring. 
If there be any blood whose heate is choakt 
And stifled with true sense of misery, 
If ought of these straines fill this consort up — 
Th' arrive most welcome. O that our power 
Could laclde or keepe wing with our desires. 
That with unused paize of stile and sense. 
We might waigh massy in judicious scale. 
Yet heere 's the prop that doth support our hopes. 
When our sceanes falter, or invention halts. 
Your favour will give crutches to our faults. [ExU 
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ACTUS PRIMUS. 




SCENA PKIMUS. 

^ Enter Piebo, unbrdcH, his amies hare, smeer^d in blood, 
a poniard in one hand bloodie, and a torch in the 
other; Stb,otzo, following him mth a corde, 

JO, Gasper Strotzo, binde Feliches tnmke 
I Unto the panting side of MeUida. [Exit Str. 
'Tis yet dead night, yet al the earth is cloucht 
In the dull leaden hand of snoring sleepe. 
[ No breath disturbs the quiet of the ayre, 
f No spirit moves upon the breast of earth, 

Saye howling dogs, night crowes, and screeching owls. 
Save meager ghosts, Piero, and black thoughts. 
One, two. Lord, in two houres what a toplesse mount 
Of unpeer'd mischiefe have these hands cast up ! 

^ Enter Strotzo. 
I can scarce coope triumphing vengeance up 
From bursting forth in bragart passion. 

Str. My lord, 'tis firmely saide that . 

Tie. Andrugio sleepes in peace : this brauie hath choakt 
The organ of his breast. Feliche hangs 
But as a baite upon the line of death, 
To tice on mischiefe. I am great in blood, 
Unequald in revenge. You horrid scouts 
That centineU swart night, give lowde applause 
From your large pabns. Pirst know, my hart was rais'd 
Unto Andrugios life upon this ground. 
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Sir, Duke, 'tis reported 

Fie, We both were rivals in our May of blood, 
Unto Maria, faire Ferraras beiie. 
He wan the ladie to my honours death. 
And from her sweetes cropt this Antonio ; 
For which I burnt in inward sweltring hate. 
And festred rankling malice in my breast, 
TiU I might belke revenge upon his eyes : 
And now (O blessed now !) 'tis done. Hell, night, 
Give lowde applause to my hypocrisie. 
When his bright valour even dazled sense. 
In offiring his owne heade, publick reproach 
Had blurd my name. Speake, Strotzo, had it not ? 
I had Kthen 



Sir. It had, so please - 



Fie. What had so please P Unseasoned sycophani 

Piero Sforza is no nummed lord, 

Senselesse of all true touch ; stroake not the head 

Of infant speach, till it be duly borne ; 

Goe to. 

8tr, How now ! Fut, lie not smother your speach 
Fie, Nay, right thine eyes : twas but a little splee 

(Huge plunge I 

Sinn's growne a slave, and must observe sHght evils ; 

Huge viUaines are inforc't to clawe all divels.) 

Pish, sweete thy thoughts and give me . 

8tr, Stroake not the heade of infant speach ! Goe 
Fie, Nay, calme this storme. I ever held thy bre 

More secret, and more firme in league of blood. 

Then to be struck in heate with each slight puffe. 

Give me thy eares ; huge infamie 

Pressc downe my honour ; if even then, when 
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His fresh act of prowesse bloom'd out ftdl, 

1 Twd tane vengeance on his hated head . 

%. Whyithad . 

Fu. Could I avoyde to give a seeming graunt 
TJnto fruition of Antonios love ? 

Ur, No. 

F\e, And didst thou ever see a Judas kisse, 
With a more covert touch of fleering hate ? 

^r. No. 

fk And having dipt them with pretence of love, 
Have I not crush't them with a cruell wring? 

Str, Yes. 

fie. Say, faith, didst thou ere heare, or reade, or see 
Such happie vengeance, unsuspected death ? 
That I should drc^ strong poyson in the boawle, 
Which I my selfe carous't unto his health 
And future fortune of our unitie. 
That it should worke even in the husht of night, 
And strangle him on sodaine ; that faire showe 
Of death, for the excessive joy of his fate, 
Might choake the murder ? Ha Strotzo, is't not rare ? 
Nay, hut waigh it. Then Feliche stabd 
(Whose sinking thought frightned my conscious hart). 
And laid by Mellida, to stop the match. 
And hale on mischiefe. This all in one night ? 
Is't to be equalled, thinkst thou? O, I could eate 
Thy fumbling throat, for thy lagd censure. Fut, 
ft not rare? 

Sk. Yes. 

Pie. No ? yes ? nothing but no, and yes, dull lumpe ? 
Canst thou not hony me with fluent speach, 
And even adore my toplesse villany ? 
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Will I not blast my owne blood for revenge ? 

Must not thou straight be perjur'd for revenge ? 

And yet no creature dreame tis my revenge. 

Will I not tume a glorious bridall mome 

Unto a Stygian night ? Yet naught but no, and yes ! 

Sir, I would have told you, if the incubus 
That rides your bosome would have patience. 
It is reported that, in private state, 
Maria, Genoas dutchesse, makes to court. 
Longing to see him, whom she nere shall see. 
Her lord Andrugio. Belike she hath receiv'd 
The newes of reconciliation : 
Eeconciliation with a death ? 
Poore ladie, shall but finde poore comfort in't. 

Pie. O, let me swoone for joy. By heaven, I thinke 
I ha said my prayers, within this month at least ; 
I am so boundlesse happie. Doth she come ? 
By this warme reeking goare, lie marrie her. 
Looke I not now like an inamorate ? 
Poyson the father, butcher the son, andmarrie themother,hft 
Strotzo, to bed : snort in securest sleepe ;^ 
For see, the dapple gray coursers of the mome 
Beat up the light with their bright silver hooves. 
And chase it through the skye. To bed, to bed 1 
This mome my vengeance shall be amply fed. \Biai 

SCENA SECUNDA. 
^ Enter LucBO, Mabia, and Nutriche. 

Mar, Stay, gentle Luceo, and vouchsafe thy hand. 
Im. O, Madam . 
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Ifar. Nay, pree thee give me leave to say, vouchsafe ; 

3iiusse intreats beseeme my humble fate. 

xe let us sit. Luceo, fortunes gilt 

mbd quite off from my slight tin-foild state, 

id poore Maria must appeare ungrac't 

' the bright fdlgor of gloss'd majestie. 

Im, Cheer up your spirits, Madam, fairer chance 

tien that which courts your presence instantly 

an not be formed by the quick mould of thought. 

Mar, Art thou assur'd the dukes are reconciled ? 
hall my wombes honour wed faire Mellida ? 
^ill heaven at length grant harbour to my head ? 
yi I once more dip my Andrugio ? 
iiid wreath my armes about Antonios necke ? 
)r is glib rumor growne a parasite, 
iolding a false glasse to my sorrowes eyes, 
ilaking the wrinkl'd front of griefe seeme faire, 
^ough tis much riveld with abortive care. 

Im, Most virtuous princesse, banish straggling feare, 
^pe league with comfort. For these eyes beheld 
le dukes united ; yon faint glimmering light 
^ere peeped through the crannies of the east, 
inoe I beheld them drinke a sound carouse, 
Q sparkling Bacchus, 
^nto cache others health ; 
our Sonne assur'd to beatious Mellida, 
ndall clouds clear'd of threatning discontent. 

Mar. What age is morning of? 

Im, I thinke 'bout five. 

Mar. Nutriche, Nutriche. I 

Nut, Beshrow your fingers marry, you have disturbed 
he pleasure of the finest dreame. O God ! I was even 
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comming to it, lawe. O Jesu I twas comming of the 
He tell you now, me thought I was maried, and mee 
I spent (0 Lord, why did you wake mee ?), and mee 
I spent three spur roials on the fidlers for striking np l| 
fresh homepipe. Saint Ursula, I was even going to 
and you, mee thought, my husband, was even puttof 
out the tapers, when you. Lord — I shall never have suohr 
dreame come upon mee, as long as . 

Mar. Peace, idle creature, peace ! 
When will the court rise P 

Lu, Madam, twere best you tooke some lodging up, 
And lay in private till the soile of griefe 
Were deard your cheeke, andnewbumisht lustre 
Cloath'd your presence, 'fore you sawe the dukes. 
And enterd 'mong the proud Venetian States. 

Mar, No, Ludo, my deare lord's wise, and knowes 
That tinsill glitter, or rich purfled robes. 
Curled haires, himg full of sparkling carcanets. 
Are not the true adomements of a wife. 
So long as wives are faithfidl, modest, chaste. 
Wise lords affect them. Vertue doth not waste. 
With each slight flame of crackling vanitie. 
A modest eye forceth affection, 
Whilest outward gainesse light lookes but entice. 
Fairer then natures faire is fowlest vice. 
She that loves art to get her cheeke more lovers. 
Much outward gaudes slight inward grace discovers. 
I care not to seeme faire but to my lord. 
Those that strive most to please most strangers sight,- 
FoUie may judge most faire, wisdome most light. 

% Mudque sounds a short straine. 
But harke, soft musique gently mooves the ayre : 
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ke tlie bridegroom's up. Ludo, stand dose. 

w Maiya, chalenge griefe to stay 

jyes encounter. Looke, Ludo, tis deare day. 



SCENA TERTIA. 

ier Antonio, Galeatzo, Matzagente, Balubdo, 
Pandulpho Feliche, Alberto, Eobobosco, 
Castilto, and a Fage. 

t Darknesse is fled : looke, infant mom hath drawne 
it silver curtains 'bout the couch of night ; 
now Auroras horse trots azure rings, 
filing faire light about the firmament, 
i, what's that? 

at. And if a homed divell should burst forth, 
uld passe on him with a mortall stocke. 
^. Oh, a homed diveU would proove ominous 
) a bridegroomes eyes. 

'ai, A homed divell ? Good : ha, ha, ha ! — ^very good ! 
^. Good tand prince, laugh not. By the joyes of love, 
n thou dost gime, thy rusty face doth looke 
the head of a rosted rabbit : fie upont. 
il. Bymy troth, me thinks hisnoseis just colour de roy. 
ai, I tel thee, foole, my nose will abide no jest. 
d. No, in tmth,'I do not jeast ; I speake tmth. Tmth 
e touchstone of all things ; and, if your nose will not 
e the tmth, your nose will not abide the touch ; and, 
ur nose will not abide the touch, your nose is a copper 
, and must be nail'd up for a slip. 
ht. I scome to retort the obtuse jeast of a foole. 
[Balurdo drmoeB out hk writing tables, and writes. 
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Bid, Retort and obtuse, good words, yery good 

GaL Young prince, looke sprightly ; fie* a brii 
aadde 1 

BaL In truth, if he were retort, and obtuae, no q 
hee would bee merrie j but and please my genius^ I wiB ' 
moat retort and obtuae ere night, lie teU you what J 
beare soone at night in my Bhielde, for my de\doe. 

Gal What, good Bulurdo P 

Bal. Oj doe me right. Sir Gefferey Balurdo ; air, sir, 
long as ye live, sir, 

GaL mat, good Sir Gefferey Balurdo ? 

BaL Marry forsooth, He carrie for my device my gram 
fathers great stone-hors, flinging up his liead^ and jerldi 
out his left legge. The word " Wighy Purt/' as 1 ata 
true knight, wil't not bee most retort and obtuse, ha? 

Ant. Blowehenee these saplessejestes, I tell you,hloodi 
My spirit's heavy J and the juice of life 
Creepes slowly tlirough my stifned arteries. 
Last sleep, my sense was steep*t in horrid dreames ; 
Three parts of night were swaliow'd in the gulfe 
Of ravenous time, when to my alumhring powers. 
Two meager ghosts made apparition. 
The on*3 breast seem'd fresh pauncht with bleeding woundl 
Whose bubhng gore sprang in frighted eyes ; 
The other ghost assum'd my fathers shape ; 
Both cride, ** Uevengc ! " At wMch my trembling joyni 
(Iced quite over with a firoa'd cold aweate) 
Leap't forth the sheets* Three times I gaspH at shades 
And thrice, deluded by erroneous sense, 
I forcH my thoughts make stand — when loe, top*t 
A large hay window, through wMch the night 
Struck terror to my souLe. The verge of heaven 
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lingd with flames, and all the upper vault 
k lac't with flakes of fire ; in midst whereof 
Azing comet shot his threatning traine 
, on my face. Viewing these prodigies, 
)w'd my naked knee and pierc't the starre, 
h an outfacing eye ; pronouncing thus : 
« imperat' astris. At which, my nose straight bled ; 
en doubl'd I my word, so slunke to bed. 
BaL Verdy, Sir GefFerey had a monstrous strange 
sam the last night. Por mee thought I dreamt I was 
eepe, and me thought the ground yaun'd and belkt up 
sabhominable ghost of a misshapen simile, with two ugly 
ges; the one called master, even as going before ; and 
e other mounser, even so following after ; whilst Signior 
mile stalked most prodigiously in the midst. At which 
bewrayed the fearefiilnesse of my nature, and being 
idie to forsake the fortresse of my wit, start up, called 
a deane shirt, eate a messe of broth, and with that I 
ah. 

Ai4. I pree thee, peace. I tell you, gentlemen, 
e Mghtfull shades of night yet shake my braine : 
J gellied blood's not thaVd : the sulphur damps, 
lat flowe in winged lightning 'bout my couch, 
t stick within my sense, my soule is great 
expectation of dire prodigies. 
Pan. Tut, my young prince, let not thy fortunes see 
3ir lord a coward. He that 's nobly borne 
dorres to feare. Basefeare's the brand of slaves. 
3 that observes, pursues, slinks back for fright, 
s never cast in mould of noble spright. 
rol. Tush, there 's a sun will straight exhale these damps 
chining feare. Come, shal's salute the bride ? 

6 
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Ant, Castillo, I pree tliee mixe thy breath with liii^ 
Sing one of Signior Eenaldo's ayres, { 

To rouse the slumbring bride ftom gluttoning, 
In STirfet of superfluous sleepe. Good signior, sing. | 

CANTANT. ^ 

What meanes this silence and unmooved calme ! 
Boy, winde thy comet : force the leaden gates 
Of lasie sleepe fly open, with thy breath. 
My Mellida not up ? nor stirring yet ? umh I 

Mar, That Yoice should be my sonnes Antonk 
Antonio! 

Ant, Here, who cals ? here stands Antonio. 

Mar, Sweete sonne. 

Ant, Deare mother. 

Mar, Paire honour of a chaste and loyall bed. 
Thy father's beautie, thy sad mother's love. 
Were I as powerfull as the voice of fate, 
Felicitie compleat should sweete thy state ; 
But all the blessings that a poore banisht wretch 
Can powre upon thy heade, take, gentle sonne : 
Live, gratious youth, to close thy mothers eyes, 
Lov'd of thy parents, till their latest hower : 
How cheares my lord, thy father? O sweet boy, 
Part of him thus I clip, my deare, deare joy. 

Ant, Madam, last night I kissed his princely hand, 
And tooke a treasur'd blessing from his lips : 
O mother, you arrive in jubilee. 
And firme attonement of all boystrous rage ; 
Pleasure, united love, protested faith. 
Guard my lov*d father, as swome pensioners : 
The dukes are leagu'd in firmest bond of love. 
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nd you arriye eren in the solsticie 

Old ligbest point of simrsbine happinesse. 

[One imnde» a eomet within, 
Barke, madam, bow yon cornet jerketii up 
Bib straind sbiill aoorats, in tbe capering ajre ; 
1 Kb proud to gommon np my bright cbeek't Iotc. 
tHow, mother, ope wide expectation : 
I Let loose yoor amj^est sense, to entertaine 
I Tk* in^ression of an object of such worth, 
t. Iliat hfe's too poore to. 
1^ GW. Nay, leaye hyperboles. 

Jni. I tel thee, prince, that presence straight appears, 
: Of which thoa canst not forme hyperboles : 

Die trophy of trynmphing excellence, 

The heart of beantie, Mellida appeares. 

See, looke, the cortaine slirs, shine natures pride, 

Loves yitall spirit, deare Antonio's bride. 

[The curtain 's drawne, and the bodie q^Febche, stabd 
thich with wounds^ appeares hung up, 

Wbat villaine bloods the window of my Iotc ? 

What slaye hath hung yon gorie ensigne up 

hi flat defiance of hnmanitie ? 

Awake, thou fisiire unspotted puritie. 

Beath 's at thy windowe, awake, bright Mellida, 

Antonio cals ! 

1 SCENA QUAKTA. 

^ Enter Piebo as atjirst, with Fobobosco. 

Pic. Who gives these il-befitting attributes 
Of chast, unspotted, bright, to Mellida? 
He lies as lowde as thunder, shee 's unchast, 
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Tainted, impure, blacke as the soule of hell. 

[He drawea his rapier^ offers to run at Hero, 
Maria holds his arme and states him, 

Ant, Dog 1 1 will make thee eate thy vomit iqp, 
Which thou hast belk't gainst taintlesse Mellida. 

Pie. Bamm't quicklie downe, t)iat it may not rise 
To imbraid my thoughts. Behold my stomack : 
Strike me quite through with the relentlesse edge 
Of raging furie. Boy, lie kill thy love. 
Pandulfe Feliche, I have stabd thy sonne : 
Looke, yet his lifeblood reekes upon this Steele. 
Albert, yon hangs thy friend. Have none of yoa 
Courage of vengeance ? Forget I am your duke, ^ 
Thinke Mellida is not Pieros bloode. 
Imagine on slight ground, lie blast Ms honour I 
Suppose I sawe not that incestuous slave, 
Clipping the strumpet with luxurious twines : 
O, numme my sense of anguish, cast my life 
In a dead sleepe, whilst lawe cuts off yon maine. 
Yon putred ulcer of my roiall bloode. 

For, Keepe league with reason, gratious soveraigne. 

Pie. There glowe no sparkes of reason in the woild; 
All are rak't up in ashie beastlinesse. 
The bulke of man's as darke as Erebus, 
No branch of reasons light hangs in his trunke : 
There lives no reason to keepe league withall. 
I ha no reason to be reasonable. 
Her wedding eve, linkt to the noble blood 
Of my most firmely reconciled friend. 
And found even dingd in sensualitie I 
O heaven ! O heaven ! Were she as neare my heart 
As is my liver, I would rend her off. 
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SCENA QUINTA. 
^ Enter Stbotzo. 

lither, O whither shall I hurle yast griefe? 

ire, into my breast : tis a place built wide 

) give receipt to boundlesse woes. 

no ; here throb those hearts, which I must cleave 

ceene pearcing newes. Andrugio 's dead. 

»d? 

) me, most miserable I 

^, alas, how dead? \Oive seeming pawion. 

e, act, faine. Dead ! alas, how dead P 

le vast delights of his large sodaine joyes 

i powers so wide, that 's native heate 

ally flow'd t' exterior parts, 

ler dtadell was left unmand, 

rpriz'd on sodaine by colde death. 

) fatal, disastrous, cursed, dismall I 

'eath and life. I breath, I live too long. 

. my lord, I come, I come I 

e cheerefull, princesse ; help, Castilio, 

's swoimed^; helpe to beare her in. 

fort to huge cares is swiftest sin. 

ourage, courage, sweet ladie, tis sir Gefferey 

)ids you courage. Truly I am as nimble as an 

ibout a ladie. 

)ead? 

)ead? 

>ead? 

Vhj, now the womb of mischiefe is deliver'd, 

odigious issue of the night. 
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Pan. Ha, ha, ha ! 

AnL My father dead? my love attaint of lust : 
That 's a large lye, as vast as spatious hell : 
Poore guiltlesse ladie ! 0, accursed lye ! 
What, whome, whether, which shall I first lament ? 
A deada father, a dishonour'd wife. Stand. 
Me thinkes I feele the frame of nature shake. 
Cracks not the joynts of earth to beare my woes ? 

Alh, Sweet prince, be patient. 

Ant, S*lid, sir, I will not in despight of thee. 
Patience is slave to fooles : a chaine that 's fixt 
Onely to postes, and senselesse log-like dolts. 

Alb, Tis reasons glorie to commaund affects. 

Ant. Lies thy cold father dead, his glossed ey^ 
New closed up by thy sad mothers hands ? 
Hast thou a love as spotlesse as the browe 
Of clearest heaven, blurd with fidse defiames ? 
Are thy moyst entrals crumpled up with griefe 
Of parching mischiefs ? Tel me, does thy hart 
With punching anguish spur thy galled ribs ? 
Then come and let's sit and weep and wreath our anns 
He h^are thy counseU. 

Atb. Take comfort. 

Ant, Confusion to all comfort I I defie it. 
Comfort 's a parasite, a flattering Jack : 
And melts resolv'd despaire. O boundlesse woe, 
If there be any black yet unknowen griefe, 
If there be any horror yet unfelt, 
Unthought of mischiefe in thy fiendlike power. 
Dash it upon my miserable heade : 
Make me more wretch, more cursed if thou canst. 
O, now my fate is more than I could feare : 
My woes more waightie than my soule can beare. [^ 
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Fan. Ha, ha, ba ! 

Alb. Why laugh you, uncle ? That '3 my cuz, your son, 
ffVliose brest hangs cased in his cluttered gore. 

Pan. True, man, true : why, wherefore should I weepe ? 
<3ome, sit, kinde nephew : come on ; thou and I 
i WHi talke as chorus to this tragedie. 
'Intreat the musick straine their instruments, 
i "With a slight touch, whilst we. — Say on, foire cuz. 
Alb, He was the very hope of Italy, 

IMusick 9auMdi wfUy. 
The blooming honour oi your drooping age. 

Pan. True, cuz, true. They say that men of hope are 
€rood are supprest by base desertlesse dods, [crusht : 

That stifle gasping vertue. Look, sweet youth, 
How provident our quick Venetians are, 
Least hoves of jades should trample on my boy : 
Looke how they lift him up to eminence. 
Heave him, bove reach of flesh. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Aid. Unde, this laughter ill becomes your griefe. 
Pan. Would'st have me cry, run raving up and down, 
^or my sons losse ? would'st have me turn rank mad, 
Or wring my fece with mimic action ; 
Stampe, curse, weepe, rage, and then my bosom strike ? 
Away, tis aspish action, player-Uke. 
tt hee is gmltlesse, why should teares be spent ? 
Thrice blessed soule that dyeth innocent, 
tt he is leapred with so foule a guilt, 
Why should a sigh be lent, a teare be spilt ? 
The gripe of chaunce is weake to wring a teare 
^rom 1dm that knowes what fortitude should beare. 
Listen, young blood. Tis not true valors pride 
To swagger, quarrell, sweare, stampe, rave, and chide, 
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To stab in fume of blood, to keepe lowde coyle. 

To bandie factions in domestick broyles, 

To dare the act of sins, whose filth exceb 

The blackest costomes of blinde infidels. 

No, my lov'd youth : he may of valour vaunt 

Whom fortunes lowdest thunder can not daunt, 

Whom fretful gaules of chance, steme fortunes siege. 

Makes not his reason slinke, the soules faire liege. 

Whose well pais'd action ever rests upon, 

Not giddie humours, but discretion. 

This heart in valour, even Jove out-goes : 

Jove is without, but this *bove sense of woes : 

And such a one, etemitie : Behold — 

Grood morrow, sonne ; thou bidst a fig for colde. 

Sound lowder musick : let my breath exact, 

You strike sad tones unto this dismal act. 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS. 



SCENA PEIMUS. 
The comets sound a cynet. 

Enter two mourners with torches , two, with streamers ; 
Castilio and Eobobosco, with torches; a Heralde 
hearing Andkugio'» hehne and sword; the coffin ; 
Mabia swpportedby Lucio ane^ Albebto ; Antonio, 
hf himselfe ; Pibbo and Stbozzo, talking ; Gale- 

ATZO and MaTZAGENTE, BALUBDOan^PANDULFO: 

the coffin set downe ; helme, sworde and streamers 
lung up y placed by the Herald ; whilst Antonio and 
Mabia wet their handkerchers with teares, kisse them, 
and lay them on the hearse, kneeling ; all goe out but 
PiEBO. Comets cease, and he speakes, 

\ OT ther, thou ceardoth that infolds the 
flesh [dust ; 

1 0f my loath'd foe ; moulder to crumbling 
Oblivion choake the passage of thy fame, 
^ophees of honor'd birth droppe quickly downe : 
Ut naught of him, but what was vitious, live. 
^OQgh thou art deade, thinke not my hate is dead : 
' We but newly twone my arme in the curld locks 
Jf snakie vengeance. Pale, beetle-brow*d hate 
^ut newly bustles up. Sweet wrong, I dap thy thoughts. 
J let me hug my bosome, rub thy breast. 
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In hope of what may faappe. Andrugio rots : 
Antonio lives : umh : how long? ha, ha ! how long? 
Antonio packt hence, He his mother wed. 
Then cleare my daughter of supposed lust, 
Wed her to Florence heire. O excellent ! 
Venice, Genoa, Florence at my becke. 
At Piero's nod. Balurdo, O ho ! 

twill be rare, all unsuspected donne. 

1 have bin nurst in blood, and still have suckt 
The steeme of reeking gore. Balurdo, ho 1 

^ Enter Balubdo tcith a heard, halfe of, halfe on. 

BaL When my beard is on, most noble prince, when 
my beard is on. 

Pie, Why, what dost thou with a beard? 

Bal. In truth, one tolde me that my wit was balde, and 
that a meremaide was halfe fish, and halfe flesh, and there- 
fore to speake wisely, like one of your counsell, as indeedfi 
it hath pleased you to make me, not onely being a foole, 
of your counsell, but also to make me of your counseQ* 
being a foole. K my wit be bald, and a mermaid be halfe 
fish and halfe cunger, then I must be forced to condude, 
the tyring man hath not glewd on my beard halfe fast 
enough. Gods bores, it wil not stick to fal off. 

Pie. Dost thou know what thou hast spoken all this 
while? 

BaL lord Duke, I would be sorie of that. Many men 
can utter that which no man, but themselves, can conceive : 
but I thanke a good wit, I have the gift to speake that 
which neither any man els, nor my selfe, understands. 

Pie, Thou art wise. He that speaks he knows not 
what, shal never sin against his own conscience : go to, 
thou art wise. 
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Bal. Wise ? O no, I have a little natural discretion, or 
80 ; but for wise, I am somewhat prudent ; but for wise, 
Olord! 

Fie. Hold, take those keyes, open the castle vault, and 
put in Mellida. 

Bal, And put in Mellida ? Well, let me alone. 
Tie, Bid Forobosco and CastiHo guard, 
Indeere thy selfe Pieros intimate. 

Bd, Indeere, and intimate; good, I assure you. I 
will indeere and intimate Mellida into the dungeon pre- 
sently. 
Tie, WiU Pandulfo Feliche waite on me ? 
Bd, I will make him come, most retort and obtuse, to 
you presently, I thinke. Sir Jeffrey talks like a counseller. 
60 to, gods neaks, I thinke I tickle it. 

^ie. He seeme to winde yon foole with kindest arme. 
He that 'b ambitious minded, and but man. 
Most have his followers beasts, dubd slavish sots. 
Whose service is obedience, and whose wit 
Beadieth no further then to admire their lord. 
And staie in adoration of his worth. 
Ito?e a slave rak't out of common mud 
Should seeme to sit in counsell with my heart. 
High honouj'd blood 's too squenush to assent, 
\ And lend a hand to an ignoble act. 
I Poyson from roses who could ere abstract ? 
How now, Pandulfo, weqping for thy sonne? 

SCENA SECUNDA. 
Ikter Pandulfo. 

^an. No, no, Piero, weeping for my sinnes : 
Had I bin a good &ther, he had bin a gratious sonne. 
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Pk, Pollution must be purged. 

Pan. Why tamt thou then the ayre with stench of i 
And humane pntnfaetions noysome sent ? 
I pray hiS hodie. Who lease hoone can crave 
Than to bestowe upon the deade hia g^ve ? 

Fie. Grave P why P think'st thou he deserves 
That hath defilM the temple of . 

Pan. Peace, peace 1 
Me tliirdis I heare a hummiDg mnrmur creepe 
From out hia gelh'd wonnds. Looke on those hps, 
Thoae now lawne piUowes, on whose tender softnease, 
Chaste modest speach, stealing from out his breast, 
Had wont to reste it selfe, as loath to poast 
From out so faire an inne : look, look, they seeme to i 
And breath defyance to bkck obloquie. 

Pie. Think' at thou thy sonne could suiFeT wrongMjj 

Fan. A wbe man wrongfidly, but never wrong 
Can takei his breast *a of such weU tempered proofe, 
rt may be rac'd, not pearc't, by savage tooth 
Of foaming maMce i showers of dartea may darke 
Heavens ample browe, but not strike ont a sparke, 
Much lease pearce the suns cheek ; Such songs as these, 
I often dittied tOl my boy did sleepe ; 
But now I tume plaiue foole (aias) I weepe ; 

Fie. Fore heaven he makes me shrug; wold a were dea^- 
He is a vertuous man. Vihat has our court to doe 
With vertue, in the divels name I Pandulpho, harke *. 
My lustfnll daughter dies ; start not, she dies. 
I pursue justice ; I love sanctiticj 
And an undeMed temple of pure thoughts. 
Shall I speake freely ? Good Andmgio 's dead : 
And I doe feane a fetch ; but (umh) would I durst spe^ 
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ijbe mistrost ; but (ninli) death : is he all, all man ; 
yStk he no part of mother in him, ha P 
lb licorish womanish inquisitivenesse P 
Pan. Andmgio 's deade ! 
JPie. I ; and I feare, his owne unnatnrall blood, 
b whome he gave Hfe, hath given death for life. 
llow could he come on P I see false suspect 
b Ticde ; wrong hardly in a vertuous heart. 
PTdl, I conld give you reason for my doubts. 
Icm are of honour'd birth, my very friende. 
lofu Imow how god-like tis to roote out sin. 
Antonio is a villaine. Will you joyne 
In oath with me, against the traitors life. 
And sweare, you Imewe he sought his fathers death ? 
1 Wv'd him well, yet I love justice more. 
Our Mends we should affect, justice adore. 

Pm, My lord, the clapper of my mouth's not glibd 
^h court oyle, twill not strike on both sides yet. 
Pie. Tia just that subjectes acte commaunds of longs. 
P(m. Commaund then just and honorable things. 
Pie. Even so, my selfe then will traduce his guilt. 
Pm. Beware, take heed, least guiltlesse blood be spilt. 
Pie. Where onely honest deeds to kings are free. 
It is no empire, but a beggery. 

Pm. Where more than noble deeds to kings are free. 
It ia no empire, but a tyranny. 

Pie. Tush, juicelesse graybeard, tis immunity, 
I^per to princes, that our state exactes, 
^r subjects not alone to beare, but praise our acts. 

Pon. 0, but that prince that worthfull praise aspires, 
^m hearts, and not from lips, applause desires. 
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Pk, Pish,tniepTai8e,tliebrowofcoiiinioniiieiidodi 
Fabe, oiily girts the temple of a king. 
He that hath strength and 's ignorant of power. 
He was not made to rule, but to be ml'd. 

Pan. Tis praise to doe» not what we can^ but ahogold. 

Pie, Hence, doting Stoick : by my hope of bhase, 
lie make thee wretched. 

Pan. Defyance to thy power, thou rifted jawne. 
Now, by the lov'd heaven, sooner thou shalt 
Eince thy foule ribs from the black filth of sinne 
That soots thy heart, then make me wretched. Fish, • 
Thou canst not coupe me up. Hadst thou a jaile 
With trebble walles, like antic Babilon, 
Pandulpho can get out. I tell thee, duke, 
I have ould Fortunatus wishing cappe : 
And can be where I list, even in a trice. 
He skippe from earth into the armes of hearen : 
And from tryumphall arch of blessednesse. 
Spit on thy froathy breast. Thou canst not slave 
Or banish me ; I will be free at home, 
Maugre the bearde of greatnesse. The port holes 
Of sheathed spirit are nere corb'd up : 
But still stand open readie to discharge 
Their pretious shot into the shrouds of heaven. 

Pie. O torture ! slave, I banish thee the towne, 
Thy native seat of birth. [blasts 

Pan. How proud thou speak'st I I tell thee,, duke, the 
Of the swolne cheekt winds, nor all the breath of kings 
Can puffe me out my native seat of birth. 
The earth 's my bodies, and the heaven 's my soules 
Most native place of birth, which they will keepe. 
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s the menace of mortalitie. 
, duke, 

t's not my natiye place, where I was roekt. 
^viaemans home is wberesoere he is wise ; 

} tiiat, from man, not from the place, doth rise. 
[Pfe. Wold lweredeafe(0 plague !)P Hence, dotard wretch : 
Lnot in court. All that thou hast, I seize. 
I quiet's firmer then I can disease. 
Pan. Goe, boast unto thy flattring sycophants ; 
ilpho's alaye, Piero hath orethrowne. 
\ fortunes rags are lost ; my owne 's my owne. 
\¥isto'^g(nngoutylooke9hache. Exeunt aiseveraU chores, 
pRs true, Piero, thy vext heart shall see, 
llhou hast but tript my slave, not conquered mee. 

SCENA TERTIA. 

^ Enter Antonio with a booke, Lucio, Alberto, 
Antonio m blacke. 

Jib, Nay, sweet, be comforted, take counsell and . 

And, Alberto, peace : thi^t griefe is wanton sick, 
Whose st(Hnacke can digest and brooke the dyet 
Of stale ill relisht counsell. Pigmie cares 
Can shelter under patience shield ; but gyant ghefes 
Will burst all covert. 
Im, My lord, tis supper time. 
M. Brinke deepe, Alberto ; eate, good Lucio ; 
But my pin'd heart shall eat on naught but woe. 
A]b. My lord, we dare not leave you thus alone. 
Ant. You cannot leave Antonio alone. 
Theckimber of my breast is even throngd 
^ith firme attendance that forsweares to flinch. 
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I have a thing sits here ; it is not griefe, 
Tis not despaire, nor the most plagae 
That the most wretched are infected with ; 
But the most greefuU, despairing, wretched. 
Accursed, miserable. O, for heavens sake 
Forsake me now ; you see how light I am. 
And yet you force me to defame my patience. 

Xm. Faire gentle prince . 

Ant, Away, thy voice is hatefiill : thou dost buzze, 
And beat my eares with intimations. 
That MeUida, that Mellida is light. 
And stained with adulterous luxury ! 
I cannot brook't. I tell the, Lucio, 
Sooner will I give faith, that vertue's scant 
In princes courts, will be adom'd with wreath 
Of choyce respect, and indeerd intimate. 
Sooner will I beleeve that friendships raine 
Will curbe ambition from utiHtie, 
Then Mellida is light. Alas, poore soule, 
Didst ere see her (good heart), hast heard her speake? 
Kinde, kinde soule. Incredulitie it selfe 
Would not be so brasse hearted, as suspect so modest cheeb. 

Lu, My lord . 

Ant, Away, a selfe-one guilt doth onely hatch distrust; 
But a chaste thought 's as farre from doubt as lust. 
I entreat you, leave me. 

AU), WiU you endeavour to forget your griefe ? 

Ant, I faith I will, good friend, I faith I will. 
Be come and eate with you. Alberto ; see, 
I am taking physicke, beer's philosophic. 
Good honest, leave me. Be drinke wine anone. 
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. Since you enforce us, faire prince, we are gone. 
[Exeunt Alberto and Lucio. 

% Antonio reades. 
Fertefortiter: hoc eat quo deum antecedatis. Ele enim 
patientiam malorum, vos supra. Contemnite dolorem : 
olvetur, aut solvet, Contemnite fortunas : nullm 
quoferiret animum habet. 

thy mother was not lately widdowed, 
ieare affied love lately defam'd 
blemish of foule lust, when thou wrot'st thus, 
wrapt in furres, beaking thy lymbs 'fore fiers, 
idst the frozen zone to shudder. Ha, ha ! tis naught 
bamie bubling of a fleamie bndne, 
;ht els but smoake. O what danke marrish spirit, 
would be fyred with impatience, 

ly ^No more, no more ; he that was never blest 

. height of birth, faire expectation 
lounted fortunes, knowes not what it is 
e the pittied object of the worlde. 
oore Antonio, thou maist sigh ! 
^el. Aye me. 
W. And curse. 
a». Black powers^ 
W. And cry. 
hr, Heaven. 

r^t. And dose laments with . 

25. me, most miserable ! 
%n. Woe for my deare, deare sonne. 
ar. Woe for my deare, deare husband. 
eh Woe for my deare, deare love. 
n>t Woe for me all, close all your woes in me : 

7 
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In me, Antonio, haP Where Kve these sounds P 
I can see nothing ; griefe 's inyisible. 
And lurkes in secret angles of the heart. 
Come, sigh againe, Antonio beares his part. 

Mel, O here, here is a vent to passe my sighes. 
I have surcharged the dungeon with my plaints. 
Prison and heart will burst, if void of vent. 
I, that is Phoebe, empresse of the m'ght, 
That gins to mount ; O chastest deitie : 
If I be false to my Antonio, 
K the least soyle of lust smeers my pure love. 
Make me more wretched, make me more accurst 
Then infamie, torture, death, hell, and heaven. 
Can bound with amplest power of thought : if not. 
Purge my poore heart with defamations blot. 

Ant, Purge my poore heart from defamations blot ! 
Poore heart, how like her vertuous selfe she speakes. 
MeUida, deare MelHda, it is Antonio : 
Slinke not away, tis thy Antonio. 

Mel, How found you out, my lord (alas !), I knowe 
Tis easiein this age to find out woe. 
I have a sute to you. 

Ant, What is 't, deare soule ? 

Mel. Kill me ; ifaith lie winke, not stir a jot. 
For God sake kill mee ; insooth, lov'd youth, 
I am much injur'd ; looke, see how I creepe. 
I cannot wreake my wrong, but sigh and weepe. 

Ant, May I be cursed, but I credit thee. 

Mel. To-morrowe I must die. 

Ant. Alas, for what ? 

Mel, For loving thee. Tis true, my sweetest breast, 
I must die falsely : so must thou, deare heart. 
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are a knittmg to intrappe thy life. 

fathers death must make a Paradice 

ivy (I shame to call him) father. Tell me, sweet, 

I die thine ? dost loye mee stiD, and still ? 
M. I doe. 
Ijfidf. Then welcome Heavens will. 
Jxt. Madam, I will not swell, like a Tragedian, in 
peed passion of affected stndnes. 
I bad present power of ought but pittying you, I would 
I as leadie to redresse your wrongs as to pursue your 
re. Throngs of thoughts crowde for their passage; 
mewhat I will doe. 

me thy hand ; thinke this is honors bent, 
b liye unslay'd, to die innocent. 

feMd, Let me entreat a fayour, gratious loye. 
patient, see me die ; good, doe not weepe : 
le sap, sweete chuck, drinke, and securely sleepe. 
Jxi, I Mth I cannot ; but lie force my face 
7o palliate my sicknesse. 

Ud. Give me thy hand. Peace on thy bosome dwel. 
j Ihats all my woe can breath : kisse. Thus farewell. 
Jsd, Parewell : my heart is great of thoughts ; 
Stay, dove : 

Asd therefore I must speake : but what ? love ! 
3y tliis white hande : no more : reade in these teares, 
^I'Hiat crashing anguish thy Antonio beares. 

[Antonio kuseth Mellida 's hand : then Mellida goes 
from the grate. 
Mel. Good nighte, good harte. 
M» Thus heatefiromblood, thus soules from bodiespart. 
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^ Enter Piebo tmd Stkotzo. 

Fie, He greeves ; laughe, Strotzo, laugh. He weejpei 
Hatli he teares ? O pleasure ! hath he teares ? 
Now doe I scourge Andrugio with stede whips 
Of knottie yengeance. Strotzo, cause me straight 
Some plaining dittie to augment despaire. 
Tryumph, Piero : harke, he groanes. O rare ! 

Ant, Beholde a prostrate wretch laid on his tomobe. 
His epitaph, thus : Ne phis ultra. Ho ! 
Let none out-woe me : mine 's Hurculean woe. 

CANTANT. 

[Exit Piero at the end of the 9mi§, 

SCENA QUAKTA. 
^ Enter Mabjil, 

Ant, May I be more cursed then Heaven caa make me, 
K I am not more wretched 
Then man can conceive me. Sore forlome 
Orphant, what omnipotence can make thee happie ? 

Mar, How now, sweete sonne ? Good youth. 
What dost thou ? 

Ant. Weepe, weepe. 

Mar, Dost naught but weepe, weepe ? 

Ant, Yes, mother, I do sigh, and wring my hands. 
Beat my poore breast, and wreath my tender armes. 
Harke yee ; lie tel you wondrous strange, strange news. 



r 



fvr.-] ANTONIO AND MELUBA. 101 

What, my good boy, starke mad? 
I am not. 

. Alas ! is that strange newes ? 
Strange newes ? why, mother, is 't not wondrous 
I not mad — I. rmi not frantic, ha ? [strange 

f my fathers trmike scarce colde, your love 
ght by him that doth pursue my life ! 
; the beautie of creation, 
) 's bride, pure heart, defam'd, and stoad 
' the hatches of obscuring earth. 
( quo labor i quo vota ceciderunt mea I 

Enter Pibko. 

Piff. Grood evening to the faire Antonio ; 
happie fortune, sweete succeeding time, 
hope : think not thy fiace a bankrout though. 
Jxt, TJmh ! the divell in his good time and tide forsake 
^. 

Pie. How now ? harke ye, prince. 
Ani, God be with you. 

'BvR, Nay, noble blood, I hope yee not suspect 

Aid. Suspect! I scorn 't. Here's cap andleg good night: 
Thou that wants power, with dissemblance fight. 

[Exit Antonio. 

Pie. Madam, O that you could remember to forget 

Ifor. I had a husband and a happie sonne. 

jPie. Most powreful beautie, that inchanting grace 

Ifor. Talke not of beautie, nor inchanting grace, — 

My husband *8 deade, my son 's distraught, accurst ! 

Come, I must vent my griefes, or heart will burst. 

[Exit Maria. 
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Fie. Shee 's gone (and yet she 's here)': she hath kft 
print 
Of her sweete graces fixt within my heart. 
As fresh as is her face. He mairie her. 
Shee 's most fair, true, most chaste, most false ; becaun 
Most faire, tis firme He marrie her. 

SCENA QUINTA. 

^ Enter Stbotzo. 

Str, My lord, 

Fie. Ha, Strotzo, my other soule, my life ! 
Deare, hast thou steel'd the point of thy resolve ? 
Wilt not tume edge in execution P 

Str. No. 

Fie, Doe it with rare passion, and present thy guilt 
As if twere wrung out with thy conscience gripe. 
Sweare that my daughter 's innocent of lust. 
And that Antonio brib'd thee to defame 
Her maiden honour, on inveterate hate 
Unto my bloode ; and that thy hand was feed 
By his large bountie for his fathers death. 
Sweare plainly that thou chok'tst Andrugio, 
By his sons onely egging. Kush me in 
Whil'st MeUida prepares herself to die , 
Halter about thy necke, and with such sighs. 
Laments, and applications lyfen it. 
As if impulsive power of remorse 

Str, Heweepe. 

Fie, I, I fall on thy face and cry : why suffer you 
So lewde a slave as Strotzo is to breath ? 

Str, He beg a strangling, growe importunate — — 
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is if tliy life were loathsome to thee : then I 
raight the cords end ; and, as much incens'd 
7 damn'd mischiefes, offer a rude hand 
e to girde in thy pipe of breath ; 
the sodaine straight lie stand amaz'd, 
in exclamations of thy vertues. 
A.pplaud my agonies and penitence. 
Thy honest stomack, that could not digest 
dities of murder ; but surcharged, 
Tst them up in Christian pietie. 
Then clip me in your armes. 
And call thee brother, mount thee straight to state, 
lee of counsell : tut, tut, what not ? what not ? 
ont, be confident, pursue the plot. 
Looke, here 's a troop, a true rogues lips are mute ; 
)t use to speake, but execute. 
e layes finger on his mouth, and drawes his dagger. 
So, so ; run headlong to confusion : 
ight brain'd mischiefe, thou art made as durt, 
ter up the bracks of my defects, 
ig what may be squeas'd from out his use : 
od night, Strotzo. Swell, plump, bold heart ; 
7 thy tide of vengeance rowleth in : 
Tragcedia Cothumata mounts, 
thoughts are fixt on dire exploites. 
II — confusion and black murder guides 
rans of my spirit : ^hrinke not, heart. 
la rebus in malis pnsceps via est. 



104 THE SECOND PART OF [act 

ACTUS TERTIUS. 



SCENA PKIMA. 

^ A dumbe showe. The comets sounding for the AcU 

^ Enter Casttlio and Foeobosco, Albebto and 1 
LUBDO, with polaxes : Stbotzo, talking with Pie: 
seemeth to send out Stbotzo. Exit Stbotzo. Eii 
Strotzo, Makia, Nutbtche, and Lucbo. Pii 
passeth through his guards and tolkes with her « 
seeming amorousnesse ; she seemeth to reject 
suite, fiyes to the toumhe, kneeles, and kisseth 
PiEBO bribes Nutbiche and Lucio ; theygoe to I 
seeming to solicite his suite. She riseth, offers to . 
out. Pie BO stayeth her, teares open his breast, i 
braceth and kisseth her, and so they goe all out 
state, 

^ Enter two Pages, the one with tapers, the other witl 
chafing dish: a perfume in it, Antonio, in 
night gowne and a night cap, unhra(^t, follow 
after. 

Ant, ^^ T^jkHE black jades of swart night trot io\ 
rings 
Bout heavens browe. Tis now sta 
deade night. 
Is this Saint Markes Church ? 
\st Pa, It is, my lord. 
Ant, Where stands my fathers hearse ? 
2nd Pa, Those streamers beare his armes. I, that is 
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Ard. Set tapers to the toumbe, and lampe the church. 
Give me the fire. Now depart and sleepe. [Exeunt Pages, 
I p\irifie the ayre with odorous fume. 
Graves, valts, andtoumbes, groane not to beare my weight; 

Colde flesh, bleake trunkes, wrapt in your half-rot shrowdes, 

I presse you softly with a tender foote. 
- Most honoured sepulchre, vouchsafe a wretch 

Leave to weepe ore thee. Toumbe, He not be long 

Ere I creepe in thee, and with bloodlesse lips 

Eisse my cold fathers cheeke. I pree thee, grave. 

Provide soft mould to wrap my carcasse in. 

Thou royal spirit of Andrugio, where ere thou hoverst 

(Ayrie intellectt) I heave up tapers to thee (viewe thy son) 

la celebration of dewe obsequies. 

Once every night, lie dewe thy funerall hearse 

TOh my religious teares. 

0, blessed father of a cursed son. 

Thou diedst most happie, since thou livedst not 

To see thy sonne most wretched, and thy wife . 

Parstt'd by him that seekes my guiltlesse blood ! 

0, in what orbe thy mightie spirit soares. 

Stoop and beat downe tins rising fog of shame, 

That strives to blur thy blood, and girt defame 

About my innocent and spotlesse browes. 

^b» ed moH miaerum, sed miser^ mori. 
And, Thy pangs of anguish rip my cerecloth up : 
[ And loe the ghoast of ould Andrugio 

Forsakes his cofl&n. Antonio, revenge ! 

I was impoyson'd by Piero's hand : 

Bevenge my bloode ; take spirit, gentle boy ; 

Bevenge my bloode. Thy Mellida is chaste : 

Onely to frustrate thy pursuite in love, 
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Is blaz'd unchaste. Thy mother yedds consent 

To be his wife, and giye his bloode a sonne. 

That made her husbandlesse, and doth oomplot 

To make her sonlesse ; but before I tooch 

The banks of rest, my ghost shall visite her. 

Thou vigor of my youth, juyce of my love. 

Seize on revenge, graspe the steme bended front 

Of frowning vengeance with unpaized clutch. 

Alarum Nemesis, rouse up thy blood ; 

Invent some stratageme of vengeance, 

Which, but to thinke on, may like lightning glide 

With horor through thy breast. Remember this. 

Scelera non uldsceris, nisi vincis. [jEw^ Andrugio's Ghod. 

SCENA SECUNDA. 

^ Enter Masia, her haire about her eares ; NUTRICHB 
and Lucid, with pagea^ and torches. 

Mar. Where left you him? shewe mee, good boyes, away. 

Nut. Gk)ds mee, your haire ! 

Mar. Nurse, tis not yet prowde day : 
The neat gay mistes of the light's not up. 
Her cheekes not yet slurd over with the paint 
Of borrowed crimsone ; the unpranked world 
Wears yet the night-clothes : let flare my loosed hair. 
I scome the presence of the night. 
Where 's my boy ? Run : He range about the church, 
Like frantick Bachanell or Jasons wife. 
Invoking all the spirits of the graves 
To teU me where. Hah ? O my poore wretched blood 1 
What dost thou up at midnight, my kinde boy? 
Deare soule, to bed I O thou hast struck a fright 
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ito thy motliers panting 
quisquU nova 

\fplicia functis dims umltrarum arbiter 
itponis, quUquis exewjaces 
(nidus sub antro, quia^uU veniuri times 
dorUis rumamy quU^is avidorumferes, 
^tusleonum, etdirafuriarum agmina 
'nplicUus harres, Antonii vocem excipe 
ProperaatU ad vos — Ulciscar. 
Mar. Alas ! my son 's distrauglit. Sweete boy, appease 
rhy mutinous affections. 
JsU, By the astonning terror of swart night. 
By the infectious damps of clammie graves, 
^ by the mould that presseth downe 
% deade fathers senile. Be be lerenged 1 
Mar, Wherefore ? on whom P for what ? Go, go to bed, 

lood dutioos Sonne. Ho, but thy idle 

M. So I may sleepe toumb'd in an honour'd hearse, 

may my bones rest in that sepulcher, 

Mar. Forget not dutie, sonne : to bed, to bed. 
Jnt. May I be cursed by my fathers ghost, 
nd blasted with incensed breath of Heaven, 
my heart beat on ought but vengeance, 
ay I be numd with horror, and my vaines 
icker with sing'ing torture, if my braine 
Lsgest a thought but of dire vengeance ; 
ay I be fetter'd slave to coward Chaunce, 
blood, heart, braine, plot ought save vengeance. 
Mar. Wilt thou to bed ? I wonder when thou sleepst ! 
aith thou look'st sunk-ey'd ; go couch thy head : 
ow, faith, tis idle : sweet, sweet sonne, to bed. 
Ant. I have a prayer or two to offer up 
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For the good, good prince, my most deare, deare lord» 

The duke Piero, and your vertuous selfe ; i 

And then, when those prayers have obtained successe, 

In sooth lie come (beleeve it now) and couch 

My heade in downie moulde. But first lie see 

You safely laide : He bring yee aU to bed. 

Piero, Maria, Strotzo, Luceo, 

lie see you all laid : lie bringe you all to bed, 

And then, ifaith, lie come and couch my head. 

And sleepe in peace. 

Mar, Looke then, wee goe before. 

[Exeimt all but Antonio. 

Ant. I, so you must, before we touch the shore 
Of wisht revenge. O, you departed soules. 
That lodge in cofl&n*d trunkes, which my feet presse 
(K Fythagorian Axiomes be true. 
Of spirits transmigration), fleete no more 
To humane bodies, rather live in swine. 
Inhabit wolves flesh, scorpions, dogs, and toads. 
Rather then man. The curse of Heaven raines 
In plagues unlimited through all his daies. 
His mature age growes onely mature vice. 
And ripens onely to corrupt and rot 
The budding hopes of infant modestie. 
Still striving to be more then man, he prooves 
More then a diveU, divelish suspect, divelish crueltie : 
All heU-straid juyce is powred to his vaines, 
Making him drunke with fuming surquedries. 
Contempt of Heaven, untam'd arrogance. 
Lust, state, pride, murder. 

And. Murder. 1 

Fel. Murder. >From above and beneath. 

Pan, Murder. J 
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4nt, I, I will murder : graves and ghosts 
ght me no more. He suck red vengeance 
t of Pieros wounds. Pieros wounds. 

Unter two hayes, with Piebo in his night gown and 
night cap. 

Fie. Maria, love, Maria ! she tooke this He. 
elt you lier here ? On, lights, away ! 
thioke we shall not warme our beds to day. 

Bfder Julio, Poeobosco, and Castilio. 

Jttl. Ho, father ! father I 
Pte. How now, Julio, my little prettie sonne P 
^y suffer you the child to walke so late P 
'Eof. He will not sleepe, but calls to followe you, 
CryiDg that bug-beares and spirits haunted hiTn, 

[Antonio offers to come nere and stab ; Piero presently 
loithdrawes. 
Ant No, not so. 
This shall be sought for ; He force him feede on life 
Till lie shall loath it. This shall be the dose 
^vengeance straine. 

■Pie. Away there, pages, lead on fast with light ; 
The cliiiTch is full of damps ; tis yet deade night. 

{Exit aU, saving Julio. 

SCENA TEETIA. 

^ul. Brother Antonio, are you here, ifaith P 
^^ doe you frowne ? Indeed my sister said 
That I should call you brother, that she did, 
^en you were married to her. Busse me : good 
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Truth, I love you better then my father, deede. 

Ant, Thy father? Gratious, bounteous Heaven! i 
I doe adore thy justice : Venit in noBtraa manut \ 

Tandem mndicta, venit et tota guidem. \ 

Jul. Truth, since my mother dyed, I lov*d you best. 1 
Something hath angred you ; pray you, look merily. 

Ant, I will laugh, and dimple my thinne cheeke 
With capring joy ; chuck, my heart doth leape 
To graspe thy bosome. Time, place, and blood. 
How fit you close togither ! Heavens tones 
Strike not such musick to inmiortall soules 
As your accordance sweetes my breast withaU. 
Me thinks I pase upon the front of Jove, 
And kick corruption with a scomefiiU heele. 
Griping this flesh, disdaine mortaHtie. 
O that I knewe which joynt, which side, which lim, 
Were father all, and had no mother in 't. 
That I might rip it vaine by vaine, and carve revenge 
In bleeding races ; but since 'tis mixt together. 
Have at adventure, pel mell, no reverse. 
Come hither, boy. This is Andrugio's hearse. 

Jul, O God, youle hurt me. For my sisters sake, 
Pray you doe not hurt me. And you kill me, deede, 
lie tell my father. 

Ant, O, for thy sisters sake, I flagge revenge. 

And, Bevenge ! 

Ant, Stay, stay, deare father, fright mine eyes no more. 
Bevenge as swift as lightning bursteth forth. 
And deares his heart. Come, prettie tender childe, 
It is not thee I hate, not thee I kiQ. 
Thy fathers blood that flowes within thy veines. 
Is it I loath ; is that, revenge must sucke. 
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5 thy soule : and were thy heart lapt up 

ly flesh but in Piero's bloode, 

cdd thus kisse it ; but being his, thus, thus, 

thxis lie punch it. Abandon feares. 

I'st thy wounds bleede, my browes shall gush out teares. 

%l. So you will love me, doe even what you will. 

ItU. Now barkes the wolfe against the fulle cheekt moon ; 

y lyons half-damd entrals roare for food ; 

V croakes the toad, and night crowes screech aloud, 
ttering HDOut casements of departed soules ; 

V gapes the graves, and through their yawnes let loose 
prison'd spirits to revisit earth ; 

i now swarte night, to swell thy hower out, 
liold I spurt warme bloode in thy blacke eyes. 

{From under the stage a groane. 
Ant, Howie not, thou pury mould ; groan not, ye graves. 
: diunbe, all breath. Here stands Andrugio's sonne, 
orthie his father. So : I feele no breath. 
is jawes are fabe, his dislodg'd soule is fled : 
ad now there 's nothing but Piero left, 
e is all Piero, father all. This blood, 
liis breast, this heart, Piero aQ : 
^ome thus I mangle. Spirit of Julyo, 
orget this was thy trunke. I live thy friend. 
taist thou be twined with the softst imbrace 
f dere etemitie : but thy fathers blood 
thus make incense of, to vengeance. 
host of my poysoned syre, sucke this fiime : 
sweet revenge perfume thy circling ayre, 
i^ith smoake of bloode. I sprinkle round his goare, 
nd dewe thy hearse with these fresh reeking drops. 
•oe thus I heave my blood-died handes to heaven, 



112 THE SECOND FART OF [act d 

Even like insatiate hell, still crying, More. 
My heart hath thirsting dropsies after goare. 
Sound peace and rest to church, night ghosts, and graTCi 
Blood cries for bloode ; and murder, murder craves. 

SCENA QUAETA. 

^ Enter two pages toitk torches ; Maeta, her hayrehi 
and NutBTCHE. 

Nut, Fy, fie; to morrowe your weddings iday, s 
weepe! Gods my comfort! Andrugio could do we 
Piero may doe better. I have had foure husbands my sd 
The first I called, sweet duck ; the second, deare hea 
the third, prettie pugge; but the fourth, most swee 
deare, prettie^ all in alL : he was the very cockeall oi 
husband. What, ladieP your skinne is smooth, yc 
bloode warme, your cheeke fresh, your eye quick : chan 
of pasture makes fat calves ; choice of linnen, deane bodi 
and (no question) variety of husbands, perfect wives, 
would you should knowe it : as fewe teeth as I have in i 
heade, I have red AristotUs ProhUmeSy which saith, tl 
woman receiveth perfection by the man. What then 
the men ? Goe to, to bed, lye on your backe, dream not 
Piero ; I say no more. To morrowe is your wedding : d 
dreame not of Piero. 

^ Enter Balurdo with a base vyole. 

Mar. What an idle prate thou keep'st, good nurse ; g 
I have a mightie taske of teares to weepe. [slee] 

BaL Ladie, with a most retort and obtuse legge, 
I kisse the curled locks of your loose haire. The du 
hath sent you the most musical Sir Gefferey, with his i 
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, but most innobled yiole, to rock your baby thoughts 
^flie cradle of sleepe. 

Mar. I giye the noble Duke respective thanks. 

Bdl, Eespective ; truely a verie prettie word. Indeed, 

, I have the most respective fiddle ; did you ever 

i a more sweete sounde ? My dittie must goe thus ; 

wittie, I assure you: I myselfe in an hiunorous 

on made it, to the tune of my mistresse Nutriches 

Indeede, verie prettie, verie retort, and obtuse ; 

I assure you tis thus : — 

My mistresse eye doth oyle my joints. 

And makes my fingers nimble : 
O love, come on, untrusse your points, 

My fiddlestick wants rozzen. 
My ladies dugges are all so smooth. 
That no flesh must them handle : 
Her eyes doe shine, for to say sooth, 
LiIdb a newe snuffed candle. 
Mar, Truelie, verie patheticall, and unvulgar. 
Bal, Patheticall, and unvulgar; words of worth, ex- 
iBdkit words. In sooth, madam, I have taken a murre, 
^vliidi makes my nose run most patheticallie, and unvul- 
garHe. Have you any tobacco ? 
Mar, Good Signior, your song. 
Bd, Instantlie, most unvulgarlie, at your service. 
Truelie, here 's the most patheticall rozzen. Umh. 

CANTANT. 

Mar, In sooth, most knightlie sung, and like Sir Gef- 
ferey. 

, Bd. Why, looke you, ladie, I was made a knight only 
fcr my voice ; and a counseller, only for my wit. 

8 
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Mar, I beleeve it. Gx)od niglit, gentle sir, good nif^ 
Bal, You will give me leave to take my leave of t 
mistresse, and I will do it most famously in rime. 

Farewell, adieu ! saith thy love true, 

As to part loath. 
Time bids us parte, mine own sweete heart, 

God blesse us both. \ExU Balim 

Mar. Good night, Nutriche. Pages, leave the room 
The life of night growes short, tis almost dead. 

[Exeunt Pages and Nutrid 

O thou cold widdowe bed, sometime thrice blest. 
By the warme pressure of my sleeping lord : 
Open thy leaves, and whilst on thee I treade, 
Groane out, Alas, my deare Andrugio's deade ! 
[Maria draweth the courtaine : and the ghost of Andrug 
is displayed, sitting on the bed. 

Amazing terror, what portent is this ? 



SCENA QUINTA. 

And. Disloyal to our hymniall rites. 
What raging heat rains in thy strumpet blood ? 
Hast thou so soone forgot Andrugio ? 
Are our love-bands so quickly cancelled ? 
Where Uves thy plighted faith unto this breast ? 

weake Marya ! Go to, calme thy feares. 

1 pardon thee, poore soule ! O shed no teares ; 
Thy sexe is weake. That black incarnate fiende 
May trippe thy faith that hath orethrowne my life : 
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impoyson'd by Piero's hand. 
I with my sonne to bend up straind revenge, 
hiiitaine a seeming favonr to his suite, 
Ithne may forme oui vengeance absolute. 

\ HiUer Antonio, hU armes bloody ': a torch and a 
poniard, 

JsU, See, nnamazed, I will beholde thy face; 
ktstare the terror of thy grimme aspect, 
hnng the horred'st object of the night, 
pjooke how I smoake in blood, reeking the steame 
Of foming vengeance. O my soule 's inthroan'd 
M the tiyumphant chariot of revenge ! 
He thinks I am all ayre, and feele no waight 
Of humane dirt dogge. This is Julios blood, 
lidi mnsique, father ; this is Julios blood. 
THiy lives that mother? 

Jnd, Pardon ignorance. Fly, deare Antonio : 
Once more assume disguise, and dog the court 
In &ined habit, till Fiero's blood 
liay even ore-flowe the brimme of fuU revenge. 

[Exit Antonio. 
IPeaoe, and ail blessed fortunes to you both. 
Ity thou from court, be pearelesse in revenge : 
Heepe thou in rest, loe here I close thy couch. 

[Exit Maria to her bed^ Andrugio drawing the curtaines, 
And now yee sootie coursers of the night, 
Hurrie your chariot into hels black wombe. 
Darkenesse, make flight ; graves,, eat your dead again : 
jet 's repossesse our shrowdes. Why lags delay ? 
fount sparkling brightnesses give the world his day. 

[Exit Andrugio. 
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ACTUS QUAETUS. 




SCENA PEIMA. 

^ Enter Antonio in a fooUs habit, with a little tog ff 
wahmt shell, and sope, to make bubbles : Marii m 
Alberto. 

Mar, ^^^%S^^^ ^*^ *^ disguise in any hind. 

Alb, Fie, tis imsuting to your dali 
spiritei 

Bather pnt on some transhap't cavaliei; 
Some habit of a spitting critick, whose mouth 
Voids nothing but gentile and tmvulgar 
Eheume of censure : rather assume 

Ant, Why, then, should I put on the verie flesh 
Of solid folly ? No, this cockscombe is a crowne 
Which I affect, even with unbounded zeale. 

Alb, Twil twhart your plot, disgrace your high resold 

Ant, By wisdomes heart there is no essence mortal, 
That I can envie, but a plimipe cheekt foole : 
0, he hath a patent of immunities 
Confirm'd by custome, seald by pollide. 
As large as spatious thought. 

Alb, You can not press among the courtiers. 
And have accesse to 

Ant, What ? not a foole P Why, Mend, a golden asai 
A babl'd foole are sole canonicall, 
Whil'st pale cheekt wisdome, and leane ribd arte 
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in distance at thie halberts point : 
ALpooypha, not worth survey, 
the genius of that Florentine, 
eepe observing, sound brain'd Macheveil, 
t wise that strives not to seeme foole. 
II the Duke holde feed Intelligence, 
arie observation in large pay, 
3 a fooles act ? 

I, but tuning, known, disgraceth much. 
Pish ! Most things that morally adhere to soules, 
;xist in drunke opinion : 
eeling censure, if I valew not, 
38 naught. 

You are transported with too slight a thought, . 
at meditate of what is past, 
it you plot to passe. 
Even in that, note a fooles beatitude : 
>t capeable of passion ; 
: the power of distinction, 
5s an unturned sayle with every winde : 
ist, blowe west, he stirs his course alike. 
5awe a foole leane : the chub-fac't fop 
leeke with full cramm'd fat of happinesse, 
studious contemplation sucks the juyce 
isards cheekes : who making curious search 
ires secrets, the first innating cause 
them to scome, as man doth busie apes 
ley will zanie men. Had Heaven bin kinde, 
: me an honest senselesse dolt, 
poore foole, I should want sense to feele 
gs of anguish shoot through every vaine ; 
. not know what twere to loose a father ; 
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I should be deade of sense, to viewe defame 
Blur my bright love ; I could not thus run mad, 
As one confounded in a maze of mischiefe, 
Staggerd, starke feld with brusing stroke of chance. 
I should not shoote mine eyes into the earth, | 

Poring for mischiefe, that might counterpoise i 

^ Baiter Luceo. ^ 

mischiefe, murder and How now, Lucio P 

Im. My lord, the Duke, with the Venetian states, 

Approach the great hall to juHge MeUida. 

Ant. Askt he for Julio yet ? i 

Lu. No motion of him : dare you trust this habit? 
Ant, Alberto, see you streight rumour me dead. 

Leave me, good mother ; leave me, Luceo ; 

Forsake me, all. Now patience hoope my sides 

[Exeunt omnes, saving Ajit()iai 

With steeled ribs, least I doe burst my breast 

With struggling passions. Now disguise, stand bolde, 

Poore scorned habits, oft choyce soules infould. 

^ The comets sound a cynet, 

SCENA SECUNDA. 

^ Enter Castilio, Fobobosco, Balubdo, and Albeei 
with poJroxes: Luceo bare, Piebo and Mai 
talking together: two Senatobs, Galeatzo, i 
Matzagente, Nutbiche. 

Fie, Intreat me not : ther 's not a beauty lives 
Hath that imperiall predominance 
Ore my affectes, as your inchanting graces : 
Yet give me leave to be my selfe. 
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it. A Yillaine. 

e. Just. 

n.t. Most just. 

ie. Most just and upright in our judgement seat. 

e Mellida mine eye, with such a blemish 

lost loath'd loosenesse, I would scratch it out. 

Luce the strumpet in her bridall robes, 

; she may blush t'appeare so white in showe, 

blacke in inward substance. Bring her in. 

\Exeunt Forobosco and Castilio. 
Ide Antonio, for his fathers sake, 
rerie deardy, so entirely choyce, 
t knewe I but a thought of prejudice 
lign'd 'gamst his high innobled blood, 
ould maintaine a mortall feude, undying hate, 
nst the conceivers life. And shaU justice sleepe 
fteshly lethargic, for myne own bloods favour, 
len the sweete prince hath so apparant scome 
my (I wil not call her) daughter ? Goe, 
iduct in the loved youth Antonio : 

[Exit Alberto to fetch Antonio. 

shall beholde me spume my private good; 
ro loves his honour. more then 's blood. 
dnt. The divell he does more then both. 
Bdl. Stand backe there, foole ; I do hate a foole most 
st pathetically. O, these that have no sappe of retort 
I obtuse wit in them : faugh ! 

dnt, Puffe, holde world ; puffe, hold bubble ; puffe, 
de world ; puffe, breake not behind ; puffe, thou art 
I of winde; puffe, keep up by winde; puffie, 'tis broake! 
I now I laugh like a good foole at the breath of mine 
ne Kps, he, he, he, he, he ! • 



120 THE SECOND PART OF [ac 

Bal, You foole ! 

Ant. You foole, puffe I 

Bal, I cannot disgest thee, the unvulgar foole. 
foole. 

Pie, Forbeare, Balurdo ; let the foole alone^ 
Come hither (Jlcto). Is he your foole ? 

Mar. Yes, my lov'd lord. 

Pie. Would all the states in Venice were like thee ! 
then I were secur'd. 
He that 's a villaine, or but meanely sowl'd. 
Must stil converse, and cling to routes of fooles, 
That can not search the leakes of his defectes. 
0, your unsalted fresh foole is your onely man : 
These vinegar tart spirits are too pearcing, 
Too searching in the unglewd joynts of shaken wits. 
Finde they a chinke, they '1 wriggle in and in. 
And eat like salt sea in his siddowe ribs, 
TiQ they have opened all his rotten parts 
Unto the vaunting surge of base contempt. 
And sunke the tossed galleasse in depth 
Of whirlepoole scome. Give me an honest fopp. 
Dud a dud a ! Why loe, sir, this takes he 
As grateful now as a monopolie. 

SCENA TEKTIA. 
^ I%€ still flutes sound softly. 

^ Enter'FonoBOSCO and Castilio : Mellida suppor 
by two waiting women, 

Mel, All honour to this royall confluence. 

Pie, Forbeare (impure) to blot bright honours name 
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L thy defiled lips. The fluxe of sinne 

ires from thy tainted bodie : thou so foule, 
I. an dishonour'd, canst no honour give, 
[To wish of good, that can have good effect 

\ this grave senate, and illustrate bloodes. 
' staies the doome of death ? 

Id Sen, Who riseth up to manifest her guilt P 

%d 8m, You must produce apparant proofe, my lord. 

Fie, Why, where is Strotzo ? — ^he that swore he saw 
IRie verie acte : and vow'd that iPeliche fled 
Upon his sight : on which I brake the breast 
Of the adulterous letcher with five stabbes. 
Goe, fetch in Strotzo. Now, thou impudent, 
If thou hast any droppe of modest bloode 
Bhiowded within thy cheeks, blush, blush for shame, 
That rumor yet may say, thou felt'st defame. 

MeU, Produce the diyel ; let your Strotzo come : 
I can defeat his strongest argument, 
Vith 

Vie, With what? 

Mel, With teares, with blushes, sighes, and clasped hands, 
Witii imiocent upreared armes to Heaven : 
Wth my unnookt simplicitie. These, these 
Must, will, can only quit my heart of guilt. 
Heaven permits not taintlesse bloode be spilt. 
If no remorse live in your savage breast. 

Tie, Then thou must die. 

Mel, Yet dying. He be blest. 

?ie. Accurst by me. 

Mel, Yet blest, in that I strove 
To five, and die. 
Fie, Mj hate. 
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Mel, Antonio's love. 
Ant. Antonio's love ! 



J 



^ Efder Strotzo, a corde about his neehe. 

I 

Str, O what vast ocean of repentant teares 
Can cleanse my breast from the polluting filth 
Of ulcerous sinne ! Supreame Efficient, 
Why cleav'st thou not my breast with thunderbolts 
Of wing'd revenge P 

Pie, What meanes this passion ? 

Ant, What villanie are they decocting now ? XJmh ! 

Str, In me convertite ferrum^ proceres. 
Nihil iste, nee ista. 

Pie, Lay holde on him. What strange portent is thfef *^ 

Str, I will not flinch. Death, hel more grimly stare 
Within my heart, then in your threatning browes. 
Eecord, thou threefolde garde of dreadest power. 
What I here speake is forced from my lips 
By the pulsive straine of conscience. 
I have a mount of mischiefe clogs my soule. 
As waightie as the high-nol'd Appenine, 
Which I must straight disgorge, or breast will burst. 
I have defam'd this ladie wrongfully. 
By instigation of Antonio, 
Whose reeling love, tost on each fancies surge, 
Began to loath before it fully joyed. [Eadt Forobosco. 

Pie, Groe, seize Antonio ; guard him strongly in. 

Str, By his ambition, being only brib'd. 
Feed by his impious hand, I poysoned 
His aged father, that his thirstie hope 
Might quench their dropsie of aspiring drought 
With full unbounded quaffe. 



I 
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Fie, Seize me, Antonio. 

8tr. O, why permit you now such scum of filth, 
fcs Strotzo is, to live and taint the ayre 
^itii his infectious breath ! 

Fie. My selfe will be thy strangler, unmatcht slave. 

% PiBBO comes from his chairey snatcheth the cords end^ 
and Castilio a/ydeth him : both strangle Strotzo. 

8tr, Now change your 

Fie. I pluck Castilio — I change my humour: plucke 
Castilio. 
Dye, with thy deathes intreats even in thy jawes. 
Kow, now, now, now, now, my plot begins to worke I 
Why, thus should statesmen doe. 
That cleave through knots of craggie poUides, 
Use men like wedges, one strike out another. 
Till by degrees the tough and knurly trunke 
Be riv*d in sunder. Where 's Antonio ? 

^ Muter Alberto, rmning. 

Alb. O, black accursed fate. Antonio's drowned. 

Tie» Speake, on thy faith, on thy allegiance, speake. 

Alb. As I do love Piero, he is drownde. 

Ant. In an inundation of amazement. 

Mel. I, is this the dose of all my straines in love ? 
me most wretched maide. 

Pie. Antonio drownde 1 how P how ? Antonio drownd 1 

Alb. Distraught and raving, from a turrets top 
He threwe his bodie in the swolne sea. 
And as he headlong topsie turvie dingd downe. 
He still cri'd"Memdar 

Ant. My loves bright crowne* 
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Mel. He stiU cry'd " MeUida !" 

Pie, Daughter, methinks your eyes should sparkle joy,< 
Your bosome rise on tiptoe at this news. 

Mel, Aye me. 

Pie, How now ? Ay me ! why, art not great of thanb 
To gratious Heaven, for the just revenge 
Upon the author of thy obloquies ! 

Mar, Sweete beautie, I could sigh as &st as you. 
But that I knowe that, which I weepe to knowe. 
His fortunes should be such he dare not showe 
His open presence. ; 

Mel, I knowe he lov'd me dearely, dearely, I : 
And since I cannot live with him, I dye. 

Pie, Fore Heaven, her speach falters ; look, she swoom. 
Convey her up into her private bed. 

[Maria, Nutriche, and the Ladies, heare tnU MdHdfli 
as being swouned, 
I hope sheele live. If not 

Ant, Antonio's dead ! the foole wil follow too, he, he, he! 
Now workes the sceane ; quick observation scud 
To coate the plot, or els the path is lost : 
My verie selfe am gone, my way is fled : 
I, all is lost, if Mellida is deade. [ExU Antonio. 

Pie, Alberto, I am kinde ; Alberto, kinde. 
I am sorie for thy couz, ifaith I am. 
Ooe, take him downe, and beare him to his father. 
Let him be buried ; looke yee, lie pay the priest. 

AU), Please you to admit his father to the court ? . 

Pie. No. j 

AJh, Please you to restore his lands and goods againe! 

Pie, No. 

AU), Please you vouchsafe him lodging in the city P 
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Vie. Grods fiit, no, thou odde imcivill fellow, 
llidnke yon doe forget, sir, where you are. 

AH. I know you doe forget, sir, where you must be. 

fwo, Tbu are too malepert, ifaith you are. 
pm honour might do well to 

ASb, Peace, parasite; thou bur, that only sticks 
Unto the nappe of greatnesse. 

Tie. Away jdth that same yelping cur — away. 
'I Alb, 1-r-l am gone ; but marke, Piero, this. 
' There is a thing cald scourging Nemesis, [Exit Alberto. 

Bid. Grods i^akes, he has wrong, that he has : and 
S'fdt, and I were as he, I would beare no coles. Lawe I, 
I begin to swell — ^puffe. 

Pte. How now, foole, fop, foole ? 

Bat, Poole, fop, foole ! Marry muffe. I pray you, how 
Bttnie fooles have you scene goe in a suite of sattin ? I hope 
yk, I doe not looke a foole ifaith I a foole ! Gods bores, 
I acom't with my heele. S'neaks, and I were worth but 
three hundred pound a yeare more, I could sweare richly ; 
nay, but as poore as I am, I will sweare the feUowe hath 
wrong. 

Tie. Young Galeatzo 1 I, a proper man ; 
Florence, a goodly dtie : it shall be so. 
He marrie her to him instantly. 
Then Genoa mine, by my Mariaes match, 
Wdch He solemnize ere next setting sun. 
Thus Venice, Florence, Genoa, strongly leagued. 
Excellent, excellent 1 De conquer Eome, 
I*op out the light of bright religion ; 
And then, helter skelter, all cock sure. 

Bal, Goe to, tis just, the man hath wrong : go to. 

Tie. Goe to, thou shalt haye ^ght. Go to, Castilio, 
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Clap him into tlie palace dungeon ; 

Lappe him in rags, and let him feed on slime 

That smeares the dungeon cheeke. Away with liiwi, 

Bal, In yerie good truth, now, He nere do so moi 
this one time and 

Pie, Away with him— observe it strictly — goe ! 

Bal, Why then, O wight I alas, poor knight I | 

O, welladay. Sir GefFeiy. Let poets roare, ! 

And all deplore ; for now I bid you good night. ' 

[ExU Balurdo wUh Castib 

Mar, O pittious end of love I O too, too rude hand 
Of unrespective death ! Alas, sweete maide ! 

Pie, Forbear me, Heaven. What intend these plaints! 

Mar, The beautie of admir'd creation. 
The life of modest unmixt puritie. 
Our sexes glorie, Mellida is 

Pie, What, O Heaven, what ! 

Mar, Deade ! 

Pie, May it not sad your thoughts, how ? 

Mar, Being laid upon her bed, she graspt my hand, 
And kissing it, spake thus : Thou very pore. 
Why dost not weepe ? The Jewell of thy browe. 
The rich adomement that inchac't thy breast. 
Is lost. Thy son, my love, is lost, is deade. 
And doe I live to say Antonio 's deade P 
And have I liv'd to see his vertues blurd 
With guiltlesse blots ? O world, thou art too subtile 
For honest natures to converse withall. 
Therefore He leave thee ; farewell, mart of woe, 
I fly to dip my love, Antonio ! 
With that her head sunk down upon her brest ; 
Her cheeke chang'd earth, her senses slept in rest. 
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ny foole, that press'd unto the bed, 

b out 80 lowd that he brought back her soule, 

er againe, that her bright eyes gan ope, 

irde upon him. He, audatious foole, 

dsse her hand, wisht her soft rest, lov'd bride ; 

abled out, thanks good, and so she dide. 

And so she dide ! I doe not use to weepe ; 

thy love (out of whose fertile sweete 

for as faire firuite) I am deepe sad. 

lot stay my mariage for all this. 

), Forobosco, all, 

J all your wits, winde up invention 

ds highest bent ; to sweete this night, 

IS drinke Lethe by your queint conceipts ; 

)r two dales oblivion smother griefe. 

len my daughters exequies approach, 

all tume sighers. Come, despight of fate, 

lowdest musick, lets pase out in state. 

^ The comets sound. [Exeunt, 

SCENA QUARTA. 
^ Enter Antonio solus, infooles habit, 

■, 1 Heaven, thou maist, thou maist omnipotence. 

vemune bred of putrifacted slime 

iare to expostulate with thy decrees ! 

iven, thou maist indeede : she was all thine, 

avenly : I did but humbly beg 

rrowe her of thee a little time. 

gav'st her me, as some weake breasted dame 

li her infant, puts it out to nurse ; 

vhen it once goes high-lone, takes it back. 
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Ac m By Titan blood, and jet, and jet, 
Deutlil^kMc. Looks liar ! bdMildel 

I tang My pnaUai e Im ai t lyon thy free, 
Jkad TOB a keaiiag aigk. O keare but tins ! 
I am a pooic, poore laiifciiit — a weake, weak ckilde, 
Tke vnck of ^pGtled foftmie, the Tcrf ouie^ 
Tke qiD^sand tkai deroan all miscne. 
B^oldt tkc Taliaiit'si CRatme tkat dotJi Ineatk. 
For all tkis I daie life, and I will lore, 
Om^ to nnmine aomeotlieis cursed Idoode 
Witk the dead palsie of like miseij. 
Then death, like to a stiflmg incabiis, 
lie on mj bosooie. Loe, sir, I am sped. 
Mt breast is G<^otha, gra?e for the deade. 

SCEXA QUINTA. 

^ Elder Pakdulpho, Albebto, tmd a Fage^ carryh 
Feliches tnmke in a winding aheete^ and lajf 
thwart Antokios breatt. 

Pan, AntoniOy kisse my foote : I honour thee, 
In laying thwart my blood upon thy breast. 
I tell thee, boy, he was Fandulphos sonne ; 
And I doe grace thee with supporting him. 
Young man. 

The dominering monarch of the earth. 
He who hath naught tiiat fortunes gripe can seize, 
He who is all impregnably his owne, 
Hee whose great heart Heaven can not force with force, 
Vouchsafes his love. Non servio Deo, aed aasentio. 

Ant, I ha bst a good wife. 
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Fan. Didst finde her good, or didst thou make her good ? 
I'Ibimd, thou maist re&ide, because thou hadst her. 
Pomade, the worke is lost ; but thou that mad'st her 
dk'st yet as cunning. Hast lost a good wife ? 
%noe blessed man that lost her whilst she was good, 
Wrnre, young, unblemisht, constant, loyiog, chaste. 

tdl tiiec, youth, age knows, young loves seeme grac't, 
Vldch with gray cares, rude jarres, are oft defac't. 

Ant. But shee was full of hope. 

Fan. May be, may be ; but that which may be, stood, 
Hands now without all may. She died good, 
knd dost thou grieve P 

AUf. I ha lost a true Mend. 
Pan, I live encompast with two blessed soules. 
Ihou lost a good wife, thou lost a trew Mend, ha ! 
Two of the rarest lendings of the heavens. 
Bot lendings, which at the fixed day of pay 
[let downe by fate, thou must restore againe. 
to what unconscionable soules are here ! 
* Ak you all like the spoke-shaves of the church ? 
f Ha?e you no mawe to restitution ? 

Ha8t lost a true Mend, cuz P then thou hadst one. 

I tell thee, youth, tis all as difficult 

To finde true Mend in this apostate age 

(That balkes all right affiance twixt two hearts) 

As tis to finde a fixed modest heart, 

Vnder a paiuted breast. Lost a true Mend I 

happie soule that lost him whilst he was true. 

Beleeve it cuz, I to my teares have found. 

Oft durts respect makes firmer Mends unsound. 
Alh. You have lost a good sonne. 
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Fan. Why there 's the comfort ont^ that he was gooi 
Alas, poore innocent I 

AU). Why weepes mine uncle P 

Fan. Ha, dost aske me why? ha, ha I 
Grood cuz, looke here ! 

[He showes Mm his wnnes bm 

Man will breake out, despight philosophic. 
Why, all this while I ha but plaid a part. 
Like to some boy, that actes a tragedie, 
Speakes burly words, and raves out passion ; 
But, when he thinks upon his infant weaknesse. 
He droopes his eye. I spake more then a god« 
Yet am lesse then a man. 
I am the miserablest sowle that breathes. 

[Antonio iiaiis 

Ant, S'lid, sir, ye lye ! by the heart of griefe, thonljc 
I scom't that any wretched should survive, 
Outmounting me in that superlative. 
Most miserable, most unmatcht in woe. 
Who dare assume that, but Antonio ? 

Fan, Wilt stiU be so, and shall yon blood-hound live 

Ant, Have I an arme, a heart, a sword, a sowle ? 

Alb, Were you but private unto what we know. 

Fan, He knowe it all ; first let 's interre the dead. 
Let 's dig his grave, with that shall dig the heart. 
Liver, and intrals of the murderer, 

[Tkey strike the stage with their daggers^ and 
grave openeth. 

Ant. Wilt sing a dirge, boy ? 

Fan. No, no song ; twill be vile out of tune. 

Alb, Lideede, he's hoarce; the poor boye's voia 
crackt. 
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Fan. Why cuz ! why shold it not be hoarce and crackt, 

^ all the strings of natures symphony 

B crackt and jar P Why should his voice keepe tune, 

len ther 's no musick in the breast of man ? 

say an honest antick rime I have, 

dpe me, good sorrow-mates, to give him grave). 

\They aU helpe to carie Feliche to his grace, 
ath, exile, plaints, and woe, 
I but mans lackies, not his foe. 
mortaU scapes from fortunes warre 
Uiout a wound, at least a scarre. 
ny have led these to the grave ; 
b all shall foUowe, none shall save. 
K)de of my youth, rot and consume ; 
tue^ in dirt, doth life assume. 
th this ould sawe, dose up this dust ; 
rice blessed man that dyeth just. 
dwt. The gloomie wing of night begins to stretch 
\ lasie pinion over all the ayre. 
; must be stiffe and steddie in resolve ; 
;'s thus our hands, our hearts, our armes involve. 

[They wreath their armes, 
Van, Now sweare we by this Gordian knot of love, 
the fresh turned up mould that wraps my sonne ; 
' the deade browe of triple Hecate ; 
B night shall dose the lids of yon bright stars, 
eele sit as heavie on Pieros heart, 
8 Jltna doth on groning Pelorus. 
Ant, Thanks, good old man ; 
^eele cast at royall chaunce. 
<t'8 tliinke a plot — ^then pell meU vengeance ! 

[Exeunt, their armes wreathed. 
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^ The Comets sound far the Acte, 
^ The dumb showe. 

ACTUS QUINTUS. 



SCENA PRIMA. 

^Enter at one dore Castilio and Fobobosco, 
halberts; foure Pages^ with torches; LucEO, doM 
PiEBO, Maria, and Alberto, talking; Alb: 
drawes out his dagger^ Maria her knife, ai/mm/ 
menace the Duke. Then Galeatzo, betwixt 
Senators, reading a paper to them, at which thejf dl 
make semblance of loathing Piero, and knit Hi 
fists at him ; two Ladies and Nutriche. AU tkat 
goe softly over the Stage, whilst at the other dom 
enters the ghost of Andrugio, who passeth by the»% 
tossing his torch about his heade in triumph, M 
forsake the Stage, saving Andrugio, who, speak^* 
begins the Acte, 

jind, C*IKI%^^^^^*^*' tempusque, quo reddat stds 
lAnimam squallent^i sceleribus. 
iThe fist of strenuous vengeance is dutcht 
' And steme Vindicta towreth up aloft, 
That she may fal with a more waightie paise. 
And crush lives sap from out Pieros vaines. 
Now gins the leprous cores of ulcered sins 
Wheale to a heade : now is his fate growne mellow, 
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■Btant to fall into the rotten jawes 

tf diap-falne death. Now downe lookes Providenoe, 

"attend the last act of my sons revenge, 

ie gratious, observation, to our sceane, 

'or now the plot unites his scattred limbes 

lose in contracted bands. The Morence Prince 

Drawne by firme notice of the Dukes black deeds) 

8 made a partner in conspirade. 

he States of Yenice are so swolne in hate 

.gainst the Duke for his accursed deeds 

iK which they are confirmed by some odde letters 

Vnmd in dead Strotzos studie, which had past 

(etwixt Piero and the murdring slave), 

hat they can scarce retaine £rom bursting foorth 

a plaine revolt. O, now tryumphes my ghost, 

Ixdaiming, Heaven's just, for I shal see 

he soouige of murder and impietie ! [Exit, 

SCENA SECUNDA. 
Bali}kdo from under the Stage. 

Bal. Hoe, who 's above there, hoe ? A murren on all 
loverbes. They say, hunger breakes thorough stone 
ralles ; but I am as gant as leane ribd famine, yet I can 
rarst through no stone walles. O now. Sir Geflferey, 
ihewe thy valour, breake prison and be hangd. Nor 
ihaU the darkest nooke of hell containe the discontented 
Bir Balurdos ghost. Well, I am out well ; I have put 
off the prison to put on the rope. O poore shotten 
berring, what a pickle art thou in ! O hunger, how thou 
dominer'st in my guts ! for a fat leg of ewe mutton in 
^de broth, or drunken song to feede on. I could belch 
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rarely, for I am all winde. O colde, oolde, colde, 
colde I O poore kniglit I O poore Sir Qefferey, mgl 
an unicome before thou dost dip thy home in the i 
of death. cold, O sing, O oolde, O pooie Sir i 
sing, sing ! 

OANTAT. 

SCENA TERTTA. 

^ Enter Antonio and Albbkto a6 severaU doom, i 
rapiers dravme, in their moiking att^e. 

Ant, Vindicta! 

Alb. MeUida! 

Ant. Alberto! 

Alb. Antonio! 

Ant. Hath the Duke supt ? 

Alb. Yes, and tiyumphant revels mount alofL 
The Duke drinkes deepe to overflowe his griefe. 
The court is rackt to pleasure ; each man straines 
To faine a jocund eye. The Florentine 

Ant. Young Galeatzo ! 

Alb. Even he is mightie on our part. The States rf 
Venice 

^ Enter Pandulpho, running^ in masking attjfre. 

Fan. Like high-swoln floods drive down the muddif 
dammes 
Of pent allegeance. O, my lustie bloods. 
Heaven sits clapping of our enterprise. 
I have beene labouring generall favour firme. 
And I doe finde the citizens growne sick 
With swallowing the bloodie crudities 
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: Pieros acts ; thejr faine would cast 

nit him firpm off their goyemement. 

the plot of mischiefe ript wide ope ; 

are found twixt Strotzo and the Duke 

e apparent, yet more firmely strong 

ng circumstance ; that as I walkt 

. to eves-drop speech, I might observe 

ver statesmen whispering fearefully. 

e gives nods and hums what he would speaks. 

aour 's got 'mong troope of citizens, 

lowde murmur, with confiised dinne. . 
tkes his head and sighes, O illus'd powre ! 
• frets, and sets his grinding teeth, 
g with rage, and swei^^s this must not be. 
le complots, and on a sodaine starts, 
es, Q monstrous, deepe villanie ! 
: there nerves, and from beneath swoln brows 
36 a gloting eye of much mislike ; 
swart Pieros lips reake steame of wine, 
res lust-thoughts, devours all pleasing hopes, 
jrong imagination of, what, not ? 
Vindicta, that 's the word we have, 
1 vengeance, or a royall grave ! 

Yindicta ! 

I am acolde. 

Who's there ? Sir Geffrey P 

A poor knight, god wot : the nose of thy knight- 
s bitten off with cold. poore Sir Gefi^y, cold, 

What chance of fortune hath tript up his heels, 
id him in the kennell, ha ? 
I will discourse it all. Poore honest soule, 
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Iladst thou a bever to clasp up thy &ce. 
Thou shouldst associate us in masqueiy. 
And see revenge. 

Bal. Nay, and you talke of Teyenge, my stomacli 
for I am most tyrannically hungiy. A bever ! ] 
a headpeeoe, a skull, a braine of proofe, I warrant j 

Alh. Slinke to my chamber then, and tyre thee. 

Bal. Is there a fire ? 

Alb. Yes. 

Bal. Is there a fit leg of ewe mutton ? 

All. Yes. 

Bal. And a deane shirt ? 

Alb. Yes. 

Bal. Then am I for you, most pathetically, an 
vulgarly, law ! 

Ant. Eesolved hearts, 'time curtals night, oppor 
shakes us his foretop* Steel your thoughts, sharp 
resolve, imbolden your spirit, grasp your swords ; a 
mischief, and with an undanted brow, out scout the 
opposition 

Of most menacing perill. 

Harke here, proud pomp shoots mounting tryumph i 
Borne in lowde accents to the front of Jove. 

Pan. O now, he that wants sowle to kill a slave, 
Let him die slave, and rot in pesants grave. 

Ant. Give me thy hand, and thine, most noble he 
Thus will wee live, and, but thus, never part. 

[Exeunt, twined tog 

^ Comets sound a cynet. 
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SCENA QTJAETA. 

Castilio and Fobobosco; two Pagea^ with 
torches; Lucio, hare; Piebo and Mabia, Galeatzo, 
two Senators^ and Nutbiche. 

^ Piebo to Mabia. 

Fie. Sit dose unto my breast, heart of my love, 
drance thy drooping eyes, 
ky Sonne is drownde. 

idi happinesse that such a sonne is drownde. 
ky hnsband 's deade, life of my joyes most blest, 
I that the saplesse logge, that prest thy bed 
Wi an unpleasing waight, being lifted hence, 
m I, Piero, live to warme his place. 
idl you, ladie, had you yiew'd us both 
^Bel an unpartiall eye, when first we woo'd 
our maidai beauties, I had borne the prize, 
ii firme I had ; for, fidre, I ha done that 

Mar. Murder! 

Pie. Which he would quake to have adventur'd ; 
hott know'st I have 

Mar. Murdred my husband. 

Pie. Borne out the shock of war, and done, what not, 
hat valour durst. Post love me, fairest ? Say. 

Mar. As I doe hate my son, I love thy soule. 

Fie. Why then lo to Hymen, mount a loftie note, 
^il red cheekt Bacchus, let Lyeus flote 
Ji bumisht gobblets. Force the plump lipt god, 
8kip light lavoltaes in your full sapt vaines. 
"Ks well brim fiilL Even 1 have glut of blood. 
^ quaffe carouse. I drinke this Burdeaux wine 
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Unto the health of deade Androgio, 

Feliche, Strotzo, and Antonios ghosts. 

Would I had some poyson to infuse it with ; 

That having done this honour to the dead, 

I might send one to give them notice ont. 

I would indeere my favour to the fiill. 

Boy, sing alowd ; make heavens vault to ring 

With thy breaths strength. I drink. Now lowdly sa^ 

CANTAT. 

^ The 9ong ended, the comets sound a cynet. 

SCENA QUINTA. 

^ Enter Antonio, Pandulpho, and Albebto, % 
maskery ; Balurdo, and a Torchbearer, 

Pie. Call Julio hither. Where's the little sowle? 
I sawe him not to-day. Here 's sport alone 1 

For him, ifaith ; for babes and fooles, I know, 
Helish not substance, but applaud the showe. 
[To the conspirators, as they stand in rankefor the meaam 

Gal, All blessed fortune crown your brave attempt. 

[To Antonio. ^ 
1 have a troope to second your attempt. [To PandulpM 
The Venice States joyne hearts unto your hands. . 

[To Alberto. 

Pie, By the delights in contemplation 
Of comming joyes, 'tis magnificent. 
You grace my mariage eve with sumptuous pompe. 
Sound still, lowde musick. 0, your breath gives grace 
To curious feete, that in proud measure pase. 
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Mother, is Julios bodie 



far, Speake not, doubt not ; all is above all bope. 
Then wil I daiince and whirle about the ayre. 
I am all sowle, all heart, all spirit. 
' murder shall receive his ample merite. 

^ The measure, 

WhUe the measure is dauncin^, A^ndrugio's ffhost is 
placed heinoixt the mtmck houses. 

Fie. Bring hither suckets, canded delicates. 

eele taste some sweete meats, gallants, ere we sleep. 

Ant. Weele cooke your sweete meats, gallants, with 

It sower sawce. 

And. Here will I sit, spectator of revenge, 

ad glad my ghost in anguish of my foe. 

[2%« maskers whisper with Yicxo, 
Fie. . Marry and shall ; ifaith I were too rude, 
I gainesaide so civill fiEishion. 
be maskers pray you to forbeare the roome 
Ql they have banqueted. Let it be so : 
o man presume to visite them, on death. 

[The maskers whisper againe. 
>nely my selfe ? 0, why with aU my heart ; 
b fin your consort. Here Piero sits ; 
We on, unmaske, lets fall to. 

\The conspirators hinde Piero, pltick out his tongue^ 
and tryumph over him. 

Ant. Murder and torture 1 no prayers, no entreats ! 

Pa». Weele spoyle your oratory. Out with his tong. 

AnU I have % Pandulpho ; the vaines panting bleede, 
, Tridding fresh goare about my fist. Bind fast — so, so 1 
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And. Blest be thy band ! I taste tbe jojes A\ 
Viewing my aonne tryumi^ in bis Uacke Uoode. 

BqI. Downe to tbe dnngeon wiib bim; Be 
wiUibim! Defookyoa; SirGeffer^willbeSirC 
He tidde yon. 

Ami, Bebolde, black dogge ! 

Pa». Grinst tboa, tbou snoriing cmie ? 

AJh. Eate thy black liver. 

Ami. To thine anguish see 
A foole tiyumphant in thy miseiy. i 

Vex him, Balordo. \ 

Pam. He weepes; now do I gloiifie my bands ; \ 
I had no vengeance, if I had no teares. < 

And. Fal to, good Dnke. O these are wortblesse eik 
You have no stomack to them ; looke, looke here : 
Here lies a dish to feast thy Others gorge. 
Here 's flesh and blood, which I am sure thou lov^st. 

[Piero 9eeiM% to condole kit mm 

Pan. Was he thy flesh, thy son, thy dearest sonne? 

Ani. So was Androgio my dearest &ther. 

Pan. So was Feliche my dearest sonne. 

^ Enter Makia. 

Mar. So was Andrugio my dearest husband. 

Ant. My father found no pittie in thy blood. 

Pan. Bemorse was banisht, when thou slew'st my so: 

Mar. When thou impoysoned'st my loving lord, 
Exilde was pietie. 

Ant. Now therefore pittie, piety, remorse. 
Be aliens to our thoughts ; grim fier-ey'd rage 
Possess us wholly. 
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, Thy son P trae ; and which is my most joy, 
no bastard, but thy very blood, 
true begotten, most legitimate 
loyed issue — ^there 's the comfort ont. 
Asd. Scum of the mud of hell ! 
^^. Slime of all filth! 
Mar. Thou most detested toad ! 
Bid, Thou most retort and obtuse rascall ! 
Ant, Thus charge we death at thee ; remember hel, 
nd let the howling murmurs of black spirits, 
ke horrid torments of the danmed ghosts, 
fl^ht thy sowle as it descendeth downe 
ato the intrals of the ugly deepe. 
Pom. Sa, sa ; no, let him die, and die, and stil be dying. 
\They offer to runne all at Piero, and on a sodain stop. 
iJid yet not die till he hath di'd and di'd 
Sen thousand deathes in agonie of heart. 

Axt. Now pel mell ; thus the hand of Heaven chokes 
rhe ihroate of murder. This for my fathers blood. 

[He stabs Piero. 
Pflii. This for my sonne. 
M\ This for them all. 
And this, and this, sinke to the heart of hell ! 

[They run all at Piero with their rapiers. 
Pm, Murder for murder, blood for blood, doth yell ! 
^nd. Tia done, and now my sowle shal sleep in rest. 
Sons that revenge their fathers blood are blest. 

[The curtaines being dravme^ exit Andrugio. 
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8CENA SEXTA. 

^ EUer Galbatzo. two Senaton, LucBO^ F0SOB8 
Castelio, amd ladies. 

Iti Sen. Whose band presents this gory spectacle? 
jimL Mine. 
Pom, No, mine. 
AH. No, mine. 

Ani. I will not loose the glwie of the deede. 
Were all the tortures of the deepest hell 
Fixt to my limbs. I pearc't the monsters heart 
With an midamited hand. 

Pam. By yon bright spangled front of heaven twas I; 
Twas I alnc't ont his life bloode. 
Alb, Tush, to say troth, twas all. 
2d Sen. Blest be you all, and may your honours live 
Keligiously helde sacred, even for ever and ever. 

Gal, (to Antonio). Thou art another Hercules to us, 
In ridding huge pollution from our State. 

Ist Sen. Antonio, beliefe is fortified 
With most invincible approvements of much wrong. 
By this Piero to thee. We have found 
Beadroles of mischiefe, plots of villany, 
Laide twixt the Ihike and Strotzo, which we found 
Too firmely acted. 

2d Sen. Alas, poore orphant ! 
Ant. Poore, standing tryumphant over Belzebub ! 
Having large interest for blood, and yet deem'd poor? 
1*^ Sen. What satisfaction outward pomp can yield, 
Or cheefest fortunes of the Venice State, 
Claime freely. You are well seasond props. 
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I will not waipe, or leane to either part ; 
f givea man a steady heart. 
We are amaz'd at your benignitie ; 
Fotber vowes constraine another course. 

We know the world, and did we know no more, 
\ would not live to know ; but since constraint 
tlioly bands forceth us keepe this lodge 
rdurts corruption, till dread power cals 

' soules appearance, we will live indos'd 
I holy verge of some religious order, 
, constant votaries. 

\The curtained are dravme, Piero departetL 
A»t. First let 's cleanse our hands, 
losEge hearts of hatred, and intombe my love, 
Shrer whose hearse He weepe away my braine 
!i true affections teares. 
Piw her sake, here I vowe a virgine bed. 
Bie lives in me ; with her my love is deade. 

2d Sen. We will attend her moumfull exequies ; 
Sonduet you to your calme sequestred life, 

Ind then 

Mar. Leave us to meditate on misery, 
Co sad our thought with contemplation 
3f past calamities. If any aske 
^ere lives the widdowe of the poisoned lord ? 
'^ere lies the orphant of a murdered father ? 
Where lies the father of a butchered sonne ? 
Where lives all woe ? — conduct him to us there, 
The downe-cast mines of calamitie. 

And. Sound doleftdl tunes, a solemne hymne advance. 
To close the last act of my vengeance, 
And when the subject of your passion's spent. 
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Sing Mellida is deade, all keaits will relent^ 

In sad oonddement at that heavie sound. 

Never more woe in lesser plot was found. 

And, O, if ever time create a muse. 

That to th' immortall &me of virgine Mth 

Dares onoe engage his pen to write her death. 

Presenting it in some black tragedie, 

May it prove gratious ; may his stile be deckt 

With freshest bloomes of purest elegance ; 

May it have gentle presence, and the soeans suckt up 

By calme attention of choyce audience ; 

And when the closing Epilogue appeares, 

Instead of daps, may it obtaine but teares. 

CANTANT. 

[Exeunt o 
Antotm vittdicta. 
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TO THE GENERAL READER. 




[NOW, that I have not laboured in this 
Poeme, to tye my selfe to relate any 
thing as an historian, but to inlarge 
ry thing as a poet. To transcribe authors, 
}te authorities, and translate Latine prose 
ations into English blank verse, hath, in this 
feci, been the least ayme of my studies. Then 
uall Reader) peruse me unth no prepared 
'ike; and, if ought shall displease thee, thanke 
selfe ; if ought shall please thee, thanke not 
far I confesse in this it was not my onely 
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A GRATEFULL hearts just height : ingratitude; 
And vowes base breach with worthy sliame pursd 
A womans constant love as firme as fate ; 
A blamelesse counsellor well borne for state ; 
The folly to inforce free love. These know, 
This subject with full light doth amply show. 
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THE TRAGEDIE 

OF 

SOPHONISBA. 



PROLOGUS. 

^ Comets sound a march. 

^ter at one doore the Prologue, two Pages with 
torches, Asdruball and Jugubth, two Pages with 
lights, Massinissa leading Sophonisba, Zanthia 
bearing Sophonisbas traine, Abcathia a»(f Nicea, 
Hanno ««^Bytheas ; at the other doore two Pages 
with targets and javelins, two Pages with lights, 
Syphax arm'dfrom top to toe, Vangue followes. 

These, thus entred, stand still, whilst the Prologue, 
resting hetweene both troupes, sjpeakes. 

\ HE sceane is Lybia, and the subject thus : 
Whilst Carthage stood the onely awe of Eome, 
As most imperiall seate of Lybia, 
Govem'd by statesmen, each as great as kings 

)r seventeene kings were Carthage feodars) ; 

lilst thus shee flourisht, whilst her Hanniball 
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Made Rome to tremble, and tlie walles yet pale : 
Then in this Carthage Sophonisba liv'd, 
The farre fam'd daughter of great Asdruball : 
For whom ('mongst others) potent Syphax sues. 
And well-grac'd Massinissa riyalls him. 
Both princes of proud scepters : but the lot 
Of doubtfuU favour Massinissa grac'd, 
At which Syphax growes blacke : for now the night 
Yeelds lowd resoundings of the nuptiall pompe : 
ApoUo strikes his harpe : Himen his torch. 
Whilst lowring Juno, with ill-boading eye. 
Sits envious at too forward Venus : loe. 
The instant night : and now yee worthier minds. 
To whom wee shall present a female glory 
(The wonder of a constaneie so fixt. 
That fate it selfe might well grow envious). 
Be pleas'd to sit, such as may merit oyle, 
And holy deaw, still'd from diviner heat : 
For rest thus knowing, what of this you heare, 
The Author lowly hopes, but must not feare : 
For just worth never rests on popular frowne. 
To have done well isfayre deeds onely crowne. 

Nee se qucemerU exi 

Comets sound a march. 

The Prologue leades Massinissas troupes over the ski 
and departs •* Syphax troups onehj stay. 



ACTUS primus: 




SCENA PRIMA. 
^ Syphax and Vangue. 

{YPHAX, Syphax! why wast thou cui*st 

aking? 
What angry god made thee so great, so 

vile? 

Ltemn'd, disgraced ; think, wert thou a slave, 
•ugh Sophonisba did reject thy love, 
' low neglected head unpoynted at, 
' shame unnimour'd, and thy suite unscoft, 
^ht yet rest quiet. Eeputation, 
)u awe of fboles and great men ^ thou that choakst 
est addictions, and mak'st mortalls sweat 
od and cold drops in feare to lose, or hope 
^ine thy never certaine seldome worthy gracings. 
utation ! 

t not for thee, Syphax could beare this scorne, 
spouting up his gall among his bloud 
lacke vexations : Massinissa might 
■f the sweets of his preferred graces 
lout my dangerous envie or revenge : 
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Wert not for thy afiUotion, all might deepe 
lu sweet oblivion : but (O greatnesse scourge !) 
^ Wee cannot without envie keepe high name^ 

Nor yet disgraced can have a quiet shame. 

Van, Scipio 

Sy. Some light in depth of hell. Vangue, what h( 
Van, I have receiv'd assur'd intelligence. 
That Scipioj Homes sole hope, hath raisd up men, 

Drawne troupes together for invasion 

Sy, Of this same Carthage ? 
Van, With this poUicie, 

To force wild Hannibal from Italy 

io Sy, And draw the war to Africk, 

Van. Eight. [an 

8y. And strike this secure countrey with unthough 
Van. My letters beaie he is departed Home, 
Directly setting course and sayling up— 

Sy, To Carthage, Carthage ! O thou etemall youth, 
Man of large fame, great and abounding glory, 
Renounefull Scipio, spread thy two-necked eagles. 
Fill fiill thy sailes with a revenging wind. 
Strike through obedient Neptune, till thy powers 
*/ o Dash up our Lybian house, and thy just armes 
Shine with amazefcdl terror on these wals ! 
O now record thy fathers honord blood 
Wliich Carthage drunke, thy uncle Publius blood 
Which Carthage drunke, 30000 soules 
Of choice Italians Carthage set on wing : 
Eemember Hannibal, yet Hannibal 
The consul-queller : O then enlarge thy heart. 
Be thousand soules in one ; let all the breath. 
The spirit of thy name and nation, be mixt strong 
So In thy great heart : O fall like thunder shaft. 
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ing'd yengeance of incensed Jove, 

this Carthage : for Syphax here flies off 

all allegeance, from all love or service ; 

low freed) scepter once did yeeld this dtie : 

niyersall gods, light, heate, and ayre, 
aU unblessing Syphax, if his hands 

reare themselves for Carthage but to curse it ! 

I beene better they had chang'd their faith, 

1 their gods, then slighted Syphax love. 

irefully wiQ I take vengeance : 

iterleague with Scipio ; — ^Vangue, 
Ethiopian negro, goe wing a vessell, 

ly to Scipio : say his confederate 

1 and confirm'd is Syphax : bid him hast 

ix our palmes and armes ; will him make up, 

it we are in the strength of discontent, 

insuspected forces well in armes ; 

lophonisba, Carthage, Asdruball, 

fade their weaknesse in preferring weaknesse, 

one lesse great then we. To our deare wishes, 

;, gentle negro, that this hcape may know 

nd their wrong. 

\n. Wrong P 

. I, tho' twere not ; yet know while kings are strong, 

t theile but thinke, and not what is, is wrong : 

I disgrac'd in, and by that which hath 

reason, love, and woman ; my revenge 

i therefore beare no argument of right. 

m is reason when it speakes from might : 

^^ thee, man, nor Jdnga nor gods exempt, 

^ut they grow pale if once they find contempt. Haste. 

\Exeunt, 
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SCENA SECUNDA. 

^ Ikter Aecathia ; Nycea, wUh takers; Sophonisi 
in her night attire^ followed hy Zanthia. 

80, Watch at the doores : and till wee be repos'd 
Let no one enter. Zanthia, undoe me. 

Za, With this motto under your girdle. 
You had beene undone if you had not beetle und 
humblest service. 

So. I wonder, Zanthia, why the custome is. 
To use such ceremonie, such strict shape, 
About us women : forsooth the bride must steale 
Before her lord to bed ; and then delayes 
Long expectations, aU against knowen wishes. 
I hate these figures in locution. 
These about phrases forc'd by ceremonie ; 
We must stiU seeme to fly what we most seeke. 
And hide our selves from that wee faine would find ; 
Let those that thinke and speake and doe just acts, 
Know forme can give no vertue to their acts. 
Nor detract vice. 

Za. Alas! faire princes, those that are strongly form 
And truely shapt, may naked walke ; but we, 
We things cal'd women, only made for shew • 
And pleasure, created to beare children. 
And play at shuttle-cocke : we imperfect mixtures, 
Without respective ceremonie us'd. 
And ever complement, alas ! what are we ? 
Take from us formall custome and the curtesies 
Which civiU fashion hath still us*d to us, 
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He fall to all contempt. O women, how much, * 
Wkm much are you beholding to ceremony ! 
■ So, You are familiar. Zanthia, my shooe. 
B Za, 'Tis wonder, madam, you tread not awry. 
r 80, Tour reason, Zanthia. 
f Za, You goe very high. 

Se. Harke! musicke! musicke! 

^ The Ladies lay tieFrincesse in a /aire bed, and close the 
curtaines, whiVst Massinissa enters. 

Nu The bridegrome ! 

Area. The bridegrome ! 

So. Haste, good Zanthia : helpe ! keepe yet the doores ! 

Zd. Eaire &11 you, lady ; so admit, admit. 



^ Ihiter foure Boyes, antiquely attired, with bows and 
quivers, dauncing to the comets, a phantastique mea- 
sure ; Massinissa, in his night-gowne, led by 
AsDSUBALL and Hanno, followed by Bytheas and 
JuGUKTH. The Boyes draw the curtaines, discovering 
SoFHONiSBA, to whoM Massinissa speakes, 

Ma. You powers of joy, — gods of a happy bed, 
Shew you are pleas'd, sister and wife of Jove, 
High fix)nted Juno, and thou Carthage patron. 
Smooth chind Apollo, both give modest heate 
And temperate graces. 

[Massinissa drawes a white ribbon forth of the 
bed, as from the waste of Sophonisba. 

^^s, Loe, I unloose thy waste ! 
"® that ]& just in love is godlike chaste. lo to Hymen. 



156 THE TRAQEDIB [ac 

% Chorus, with comets, organ and voices. lo to Hjn 

So, A modest sHence, thoH bee thought 

A virffins beautie and her highest honour^ 
Though bashfuU fainings nicelg wrought , 

Grace her that vertue takes not i»; but on her 
So What I dare thinke I boldly speake; 

After my word, my well bold action rusheth. 
In open flame then passion breake. 

Where vertue prompts, thought, word, act never hlmk 
Bevenging gods, whose marble hands 

Crush faithlesse men with a confounding terror. 
Give me no mercy if these bands 

I covet not with an unfained fervor ; 
Which zealous vow when ought can force me cUUme, 
Load with that plague Atlas would groane at, shame. 

[lotoMf 

% Chorus, lo to Hymen. 

Asdru, Live both high parents of so happy birth, 
Your stems may touch the skies, and shaddow earth ; 
Most great in fame, more great in vertue shining, 
Prosper, O powers I a just, a strong divining. 

[lo to Hff> 

^ Chorus, lo to Hymen, 

IF Unter Cakthalo ; his sword drawen, his body wout 
his shield strucke full of darts, Massinissa ( 
ready for bed. 

Car, To bold hearts Fortune, be not you amaz'd, 
Carthage ! O Carthage ! be not you amaz'd. 

Ma, Jove made us not to feare ; resolve, speake oi 
7^ The highest misery of man is doubt, Speake, Carthal 
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Car. The stooping sun, like to some weaker prince, 

t his shades spread to an unnaturall hugenesse, 

ien we the campe that lay at Vtica, 

om Carthage distant but five easie leagues, 

scride from of the watch three hundred saile, 

K)n whose tops the Soman eagles stretch'd 

eir large spread wings, which fann'd the evening aire 

» us cold breath ; for well we might disceme 

»me swam to Carthage. 

Asd. Hanniball, our ancor, is come backe ; thy slight, 

ly stratagem, to lead warre unto Home, 

» quite our selves, hath now taught desperate Eome 

assaile our Carthage : now the warre is here. 

Ma. He is nor blest, nor honest, that can feare. 

Ha, I but to cast the worst of our distresse 

Ma. To doubt of what shall be, is wretchednesse : 
►esire, feare, and hope, receive no bond 
Jy whom, we in our selves are never but beyond. On. 

Car, Th' allarum beates necessity of fight ; 
Hi' onsober evening drawes out reeling forces, 
iouldiers, halfe men, who to th6ir colours troope 
^ith fury, not with valour : whil'st our ships 
Jnrigg'd, unus'd, fitter for fire then water, 
^e save in our barr'd haven from surprize, 
^y this our army marcheth toward the shore, 
Jndisciplin'd young men, most bold do doe, 
f they knew how, or what, when we descry 
^ mighty dust, beat up with horses hooves, 
Straight Soman ensignes glitter. Scipio. 

Aid, Scipio. 

(Jar, Scipio, advanced like the god of blood, 
^es up grim warre, that father of foule wounds. 
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Whose sinewy feet are steept in gore, whose hideous yd 
Makes turrets tremble, and whole cities shake ; 
Before whose browes, flight and disorder hnrry ; 
With whom march burnings, murder, wrong, wast, rap* 
Behind whom a sad traine is scene, woe, feares. 
Tortures, leane need, famine, and helplesse teares. 
Now make we equall stand, in mutuall view : 

/Jo We judg'd the Romans eighteen thousand foote 
Five thousand horse ; we almost doubled tihem 
In number, not in vertue ; yet in heat 
Of youth and wine, jolly, and fiill of blood. 
We gave the signe of battaile : shouts are rais'd, 
That shooke the heavens ; pell-mell our armies joyne ; 
Horse, targets, pikes, aU against each oppos'd. 
They give fierce shocke, armes thunder'd as they dos'd : 
Men cover earth, which straight are covered 
With men ^nd earth ; yet doubtfull stood the fight : 

.'le More faire to Carthage : when loe, as oft we see, 
In mines of gold, when labouring slaves delve out 
The richest ore, being in sudden hope. 
With some imlookt-for veine to fill their buckets. 
And send huge treasure up, a sudden dampe 
Stifles them all, their hands yet stuffd with gold. 
So fell our fortunes ; for looke, as we stood proud. 
Like hopeftd victors, thinking to retume 
With spoyles worth triumph, wrathfall Syphax lands 
y- With full ten thousand strong Numidian horse. 
And joynes to Scipio ; then loe, we all were dampt ; 
We fell in clusters, and our wearyed troopes 
Quit all. Slaughter ran through us straight ; we flie, 
Eomans pursue, but Scipio sounds retreat. 
As fearing traines and night : we make amaine 
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(T Carthage most, aad some for Utica, 
1 for our lives ; new force, fresh armes with speed. 
Ha, You have said truth of all ; no more : I bleed, 
wretched fortune I 
Mas. Old lord, spare thy haires : 
Wiat dost thou thinke baldnesse will cure thy griefe ? 
jRbat decree the Senate ? 

[\ 'Mfiier Gelosso, with commisaiom in his hand, seaVd^ 

Gelo. Aske old Gelosso, who retumes from them, 
Worm'd with fullest charge, strong Asdruball, 
Great Massinissa, Carthage generall. 
Bo speakes the Senate : counsel! for this warre, 
In Hanno Magnus, Bitheas, Carthalon, 
And us Gelosso, rests : imbrace this charge, 
Ton never yet. dishonoured Asdruball. 
High Massinissa ! by your vowes to Carthage, — 
By th' god of great men, — Glory, — fight for Carthage ! 
Ten thousand strong Massulians, ready troopt, 
"Esj^ed their king ; double that number wayts 
The leading of lov'd Asdruball *. beat lowd 
Our Affricke drummes ; and, wlul'st our ore-toyl'd foe 
Snores on his unlac'd cask, aU faint, though proud, 
Through his successefiill fight, strike fresh alarmes. 
Sods are not, if they grace not, bold, just armes. 

Mas. Carthage, thou straight shalt know 
rhy flavours have been done unto a king. 

[Fxit with Asdruball arid the Page. 

80, My lordS) tis most unusuall such sad haps 
M suddaine horror should intrude 'mong beds 
\i soft and private loves ; but strange events 
ixcuse strange formes. you that know our blood 
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Bevenge if I doe fdgae : I here protest. 
Though my lord leave his wife a very xnayd. 
Even this night, in stead of my soft armes 
Clasping his well-strang limbs with giossefull Steele, 
What's safe to Carthage shall be sweet to me. 
\'^<y I must not, nor am I once ignorant i 

My choyce of love hath given this sudden danger 
To yet strong Carthage : twas I lost the fight ; 
My choyce vext Syphax, inrag'd Syphax struck 
Armes fate ; yet Sophonisba not repents. 
toe were goda if thai we knew events / 
But let my lord leave Carthage, quit his vertue, 
I will not love him ; yet must honour him. 
As still good subjects must bad princes. Lords, 
From the most ill-grac*d hymeneall bed 
'3o That ever Juno frown'd at, I entreat 

That you'l collect from our loose-formed speech 
This firme resolve : that no low appetite 
Of my sex weakenesse can or shall orecome 
Due gracefull service unto you or vertue. 
Witnesse, ye gods, I never untill now 
Eepin'd at my creation : now I wish 
I were no woman, that my armes might speake 
My heart to Carthage. But in vaine : my tongue 
Sweares I am woman stiU, I talke so long. 

^ Comets a march. Enter two Pages with targets a 
javelins; two Pages, with torches, Massinis! 
armed capeapee ; Asdbubal anned, 

^<\ o Mas, Ye Carthage lords : know Massinissa knowes 
Not only termes of honour, but his actions ; 
Nor must I now inlarge how much my cause 
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r'd Carthage, but how I may show 

)st prest to satisfEu^ion. 

me staine of kings ingratitude 

' much be farre ! And since this torrent, 

3 admits no anchor — since the billow 

high, we may not hull, but yield 

state to stroke of speedy swords, 
vith sober hast have well decreed, 
o sudden armes : no, not this night, 
ties, these first fruits of nuptialls, 
light give excuse for feeble Hngrings, 
r Massinissa. Appetite, 
5s, dalliance, and what softer joyes 
of the pleasingst ease can minister, 
all. Vertue perforce is vice ; 
t may, yet holds, is manly wise. 
ire lords of Carthage, to your trust 
Massinissa's treasure : by the oath 
>od men stand to my fortune just, 
it is for great hearts to mistrust. 
3 vow by al high powers. 
D, do not swear ; 
Dome so small to doubt or feare. 
•thy, my lord. 
;ace, my eares are Steele ; 

heare thy much inticing voice. 
Massinissa, Sophonisba speakes 
y wife : goe with as high a hand 
;an reare. I will not stay my lord. 
)ur countrey ; vent thy youthfoll heat 
)t beds : the fruite of honour. Fame, 
gotten then the oft disgrace 

11 
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Of haplesse parents, cliildren. Goe, best man. 
And make me proud to be a souldiers wife. 
That valews his r^owne above £Ednt pleasures : 
Thinke eveiy honour that doth grace tby sword 
Trebbles my love. By tbee I have no lust 

3L V? But of thy. glory. Best lights of heaven with thee ! 
Like wonder stand, or fall ; so, though thou die. 
My fortunes may be wretched, but not I. 

Mas, Wondrous creature 1 even fit for gods, not menr 
Nature made all the rest of thy feire sexe 
As weake essaies, to make thee a patteme 
Of what can be in woman ! Long farewell. 
He 's sure unconquer'd in whom thou dost dwell,— 
Carthage palladium. See that glorious lampe — 
Whose lightfull presence giveth suddaine flight 
To phansies, fogs, feares, sleepe, and slothfuU night — 
Spreads day upon the world : march swift amaine; — 

'J I' Fame got with losse of breath is god-like game* 

[The Ladies draw the curtaines about Sophonisba^si 
the rest accompany Massinissa/or^^ .* the comfit 
and organs playing loud/uU mtmcke/or the Jet. 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS. 



SCENA PEBiA, 

|V^^«/ the muskke for the first Act sounds^ Han no, 
Cabthalo, Bttheas, Gelosso, enter: they place 
themselves to counseU; Gisco, the impoisoner, waiting 
on them; Han no, Gabthalo, and Bytheas setting 
their hands to a writing^ which being offered to 
_ Gelosso, hee denies his hand, and, as much offended, 
^ I hnpatientty starts up and speakes, 

% Enter Gelosso, Hanno, Bitheas, Caethalo. 

T hand? my hand? rot first; wither in 

aged shame. 
Will you be so unseasonably wood^' 
Hold such preposterous zeale, as stands 
; full decree of Senate ! all thinke fit ! [against 

Car, Nay, most inevitable necessary 
Pot Carthage safety, and the now sole good 
: present state, that we must breake all faith 
Tith. Massinissa : whil'st he fights abroad, 

i 'b gaine backe Syphax, making him our owne, 
By giving Sophonisba to his bed. 
Han. Syphax is Massinissa's greater, and his force 
; give more side to Carthage : as for's queene, 
her wise father, they love Carthage fate ; 
rqfii and honesty are not one in state, 
GeL And what decrees our very vertuous Senate 
worthy Massinissa, that now fights. 
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And (leaving wife and bed) bleeds in good armes 
For right old Cartbage ? 

Car. Thus tis thought fit : 
h» Her father, Asdruball, on suddain shall take in 
Eevolted Syphax ; so with doubled strength. 
Before that Massinissa shall suspect. 
Slaughter both Massinissa and his troopes> 
And likewise strike, with his deep stratagem, 
A sudden weakenesse into Scipio's armes. 
By drawing such a limbe from the maine body 
Of his yet powerfull army ; which being done. 
Dead Massinissa's kingdome we decree 
To Sophonisba and great Asdruball 
k> . For their consent ; so this swift plot shall bring 
Two crownes to her, make Asdruball a king. 

Gel, So first faiths breach, murder, adultery, theft ! 

Car, What else ? 

Gel. Nay, all is done, no mischief left. [glow 

Car, Pish! prosprous successe gives blackest actkx 
The meanes are unremembred in most storie. 

Gel, Let me not say gods are not. 

Car, This is fit ; 
Conquest by blood is not so sweet as wit : 
» For howsoere nice vertue censures it, 

lie hath the grace of warre that hath warres profit. 

But Carthage well advis'd, that states come on 

With slow advice, quicke execution. 

Have heere an engineere long bred for plots. 

Called animpoysner, who knowes this sound excuse : 

The onely dew that makes men sprout in court is use; 

BeeH well or ill, his thrift is to bee mute. 

Such slaves mmt act comtnands, and not dispute. 

Knowing foule deeds with danger doe begin, 
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wUh revoardi doe end: want is no sinne, 

in respects 

^l. Politike brd, speake low : though Hearen beares 

ice far from us, gods have most long eares ; 

3 has a hmidred marble marbk hands* 

kir. O I, in poetry or tragique sceane ! 

i^el. I feaie gods onely know what poets meane. 

"ktr. Yet heaie mee : . I will speake close truth and cease : 

thing in Nature is unserviceable, 

, not even inutilitie it selfe. 

then for nought dishonesty in being ? 

d if it bee sometimes of forced use, 

herein more urgent then in saving nations, 

8te shapes are souldred up with base, nay faultie, 

it necessary functions : some must lie, 

me must betray, some murd^, and some all ; 

adi hath strong use, as poyson in all purges : 

si when some violent chance shall force a state 

ibreake given &ith, or plot some stratagems, 

inces ascribe that vile necessity 

nto Heavens wrath ; and sure, though't be no vice, 

it tisbad chance : states must not sticke to nice, 

or Massinissas death sence bids forgive. 

ware t'offend great men, and let them live ; 

r tis of empires body the maine arme, — 

f that ml do no good nhal do no harm. You have my mind. 

OeL Although a stagelike passion, and weake heat, 

11 of an empty wording, might sute age, 

tew lie speake strongly truth. Lordes, nere mistrust, 

at he whol not betray a private man 

r his Gountrey, will nere betray his countrey 

r private men ; then give Gelosso faith : 
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If treachery in state be serviceable, 

Let hangmen doe it. I am bound to lose 

My life, bat not mine honour, for my coimtrey. 

Our Yowes, our faith, our oaths, why th'are our selves, 

And he that's faithlesse to his proper sdfe. 

May be excused if he breake faith with princes. 

The gods assist just hearts, and states that trust 

Plots before Providence, are tost like dust. 

Por Massinissa (O, let me slacke a little 

Austere discourse, and feele humanity I) 

Me thinkes I heare him cry, O fight for Carthage ! 

Charge home : wounds smart not for that so just, so gies 

So good a city. Me thinks I see him yet 

Leave his faire bride, even on his nuptiall night. 

To buckle on his armes for Carthage. Harke ! 

Yet, yet, I heare him cry, — Ingratitude I 

Vile staine of man : O ever be most farre 

From Massinissa's brest. Up, march amaine ; 

Fame got by losse of breath is god-like gaine \ 

And see, by this he bleeds in double fight. 

And cryes for Carthage, whil'st Carthage. Memory, 

Forsake Grelosso ; would I could not thinke, 

Nor heare, nor be, when Carthage is 

So infinitely vile. See, see ! looke here ! 

^ Comets, Enter two Ushers. Sophonisba, Zanth 
Abcathia, Hanno, Bytheas, and Cakthalo, p 
sent Sophonisba with a paper, which she hav 
permed, after a short silence, speakes. 

So, Who speakes? What, mute? Faire plot! Wh 
blush to breake it ? 
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lewd to act when so sham'd but to speake it. 

is the Senates finne decree ? 

JT, It is. 

. Is this the senates firme decree? 

tr. It is. 

•. Hath Syphax entertayned the stratagem P 

IT. No doubt he hath or will. 

. My angwer's thus, 

t 's safe to Carthage shall be sweet to us. 

ir. Bight worthy. 

a; Eoyalle$t. 

H. O very woman ! 

'. But tis npt safe for Carthage to destroy ; 

lost unjust, cunningly politique ; 

• head 's still under heaven : O trust to Fate : 

Gods prosper more a just then craftie state; 

Tis lesse disgrace to have a pitied hsse^ 

Then sham^fuU victory. 

el, O very angell ! 

'. We all have swome good Massinissa faith ; 

ch makes us men, and ther 's no other bond 

± man and man but words. O equall gods ! 

e OS once know the consequence of vowes — 

el. And we shall hate faith-breakers worse than 

maiieaters. 
'. Ha! good Gelasso, is thy breath not here ? 
?. You doe me wrong, as long as I can die, 
3t you that old Gelasso can be vile ? 
s may afflct, tax, torture, but our minds 
3nly swome to Jove. I grieve, and yet am proud 

I alone am honest : high powers, yee know 
lie is seldome scene with troopes to goe. 



t 



Un TEE TRdGMBIE [aci 



8q^ Excellent man 1 Carthage and Rome sball fall 
Before thy fame i our lords, kaow I the worst ? 
t >o Car. The gods foreaaw, 'tis fate we thus are forc'i 

So. Gods nanffkt foresee, but me ^ for to their et^ei 
Nmight k to come or past; dot are you vile 
Because the gods foresee ; for gods mt we 
See a* thing^H are tkings, are not as we see. 
But since affected wiaedome in ns women 
Is Qvur sexe highest foUy, I am silent ; 
1 cau!iot speate lesse well, unlesse I were 
More void of goodni^sse. Lords of Carthage, thus 
The ayre and <2ttrth of Carthage owes my body ; 
It is their servant : what decree they of it ? 

Car. Th^it yon remove to Cii-ta, to the palace 
f Jf well-formed Syphax, who with longing eyes 
Meets you : he that gives way to Pate is wise. [ei 

Bo. I goe: what power can make me wretched? 
Is there in life to him that knowea life's losae 
To he no eviU x shew, shew thy ugHest hrow, 
most hlacke channce ; make me a ivr etched story 
IFiihout fnufortune vertue hath no ghr^ : 
Opposed trees makes tempests shew their power, 
i^ And waves forc'd back l>y rocks makes Neptune towi 

Tear lease O see a miracle of life, 

A maide^ a widdow, yet a haplesse wife I 
ICGmeta, Sophonisba, accompanied with the Sene\ 
depart ; onelt^ Geiosso sta^M, 

GeL A prodigie 1 let Nature nm crosse !egd. 
Ops goe upon his headj^^ — let Neptune bume, — 
Cold Satume cracke with heate, — for now the world 
Hath scene a woman I 
I^eape tsimble lightning from Joves ample shield, 
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d make at lei^Ui an mid; the proud hot breatli 
thee contenming greatnesse, the huge drought 
' sole aelfe loving vast ambition. 
' mmaturall scorching heete of all those lamps, 
lou reard'st to yeeld a temperate fruitful! heate. 
lenilesse rage, whose heart hath no one drop 
' humane pitie. All all kmdly cry, 
y brand, O Jove, for know the world is dry ! 
let a generall end save Carthage fame, 
len worlds doe bume, unseen 's a cities flame. 
Phoebus in me is great ; Carthage must fall ; 
Tove haies aU vice, but vowea breach worst of all. 
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Comets sound a charge. Enter Massinissa, in his 
gorges and shirt, shield, sword; his arme transfixt 
with a dart. Jugubth followes, with his cures and 
caske. 

Mas. Mount us againe ; give us another horse ! 

Jug. Unde, your blood flowes fast : pray ye withdraw. 

Mas. O, Jugnrth, 1 cannot bleed too fast, too much, 
For that so great, so just, so royall Carthage ! 
My wound smarts not, bloods losse makes me not faint. 
For that lov'd citie. O nephew, let me tell thee. 
How good that Carthage is : it nourish'd me, 
And when full time gave me fit strength for love. 
The most adored creature of the citie. 
To us before great Syphax did they yeeld, — 
Paire, noble, modest, and 'bove all, my, 
tfy Sophonisba ! 0, Jugnrth, my strength dou\Ae% \ 
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I know not how to tume a coward, — drop 
lu feeble baaenesse I cannot. Give me liorse ! 
Know 1 am Carthage veiy creature^ and am grac*d 
Tltat 1 may bleed for them. Give me fresh horse I 

Ju^. He that doth pubhke ^ood for multitude, 
Finds few are truely grateful!. 

Mm. 0, Jugurth I Fie ! you must not say so 
\<i Some common weaiea may let a nohle heart 
Even bleed to death abroad, and not bemoan'd 
Neither revenged at home. But, Carthage^ fie \ 
It cauuot be ungrate^ faithlcsse tlirough feare ; 
It cannot, Jugnrth* Sophonisba's there : 
Beate a fresh chaige. 



% Enter AsDBUBiXL, hh mori drmeme, reading a ^ 

A^d. Sound the retraite, respect your health, brave | 
The waste of blood throws palenesse on your face. 

Ma. By light, my heart 's not pale : my lov'd &ti 
We bleed for Carthage, halsura to my wounds. 
We bleed for Carthage ; shalt restore the fight F 
My squadron of Massalians yet stands firme. 

A^^ The day lookes off from Carthage ; cease alati 
A modeU temperance is ike life of armes. 
Take our best surgeon Gisco, he is sent 
From Carthage to attend your chaunce of warre, 

Qk, We promise sudden ease* 

Ma. Thy comfort's good* 

A^. That nothing can secure us but thy blood ? 
Infuse it m his wound, t'will worke amaine* 

Gu* Jove I 
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A»d. What. JoveP thy god must be thy gaine, 

ad as for me ApoUo Pythean, 

lou know'9t. a statist must not be a man. 

[.Srt^ Asdruball. 

Enter GsLOSSO duffuiud Wee an old souldier, delivering 
to Massinjssa (as he preparing to be dressed by 
Gisco) a letter^ which Massinissa reading, starts 
and speaks to Gisco. 

Ma. Fbrbearci how art thou cald? 

Gi, Gisco, my lord. 

Ma, Um, Gisco. Ha( touch not my arme, most only man, 
Sirra, sirra, art poore P [To Gelasso. 

Gi. Not poor^. 

Ma. Nephew, ooomiand, 

[Massinissa begins to drawe. 
Our troopes of horse make indisgrac'd retraite ; ^^ 

Trot easie off j not poore, Jugurth, give charge : 
My souldiers stand in square battalia, 

\]^t Jugurth. 
Intirely of themselves. Gisco, th' art old ; 
Tis time to leave off murder ; thy faint breath 
Scarce heaves thy ribs, thy gummy blood-shut eyes 
Are sunke a great way in thee, thy lanke skinne 
Slides from thy fleshlesse veines : be good to men j 
Judge him, yee gods : I had not life to kill 
So base a creature. Hold, Gisco, live ; '^ 

The god-like part of kings is to forgive, 
6i9. Command astonisht Gisco. 
Uas. No retume. ^ 
Hast unto Carthage, quit thy abject feares, 



7° 



I 



1^ 



Massinisaa knowes no use of mujderera* 

^ Enier tfuGUETHj aniQs^d^ kk iword drawm. 
Speake, speake ; let teiroui strike slaves iDute, 
Much danger makes great hearts moat resolute. 

In. Uncle, I feare foule annes ; my selfe beheld 
S5yphax on high speed nin his well breath'd horse 
Birect to Cirta, that most heautioiis city 
Of all his kingdome j whil'st his troops of horse, 
With (airelesse trot, pasc gently toward our campe, 
As friends to Garth age^ stand on giiard^ deare unde ; 
FoT Asdmball, with yet his well-rankt army. 
Bends a deep threatning brow to usj ms if 
He wayted but to joyne with Syphax horse, 
And hew us all to pieces. my king, 
My uncle, father, captaine, over all I 
Stand hke thy selfe, or like thy selfe now fall I 
Thy troopes yet hold good ground : unworthy wounds 
Betray not Masainisga, 

Mom, Jugurth, pluck, pluck, so, good cuz. 

lu. God ! Doe you not feele P 

Mm* Not Jugurth, no ; now all my flesh is Steele, 

Gd. Of base disguise ; high Eghts scorne not to vieff] 
A true old man. Up, Massinissa, throw 
The lot of battel upon Syphax troopes. 
Before he joyne with Carthage ; then araaine 
Make through to Scipio \ he yields safe abodes i 
Spare treachery, and strike the very gods. 

ifw. Why wast thou home at Carthage, O my fait?, 
IHvinest Sophonisha I T am fiiB 
Of much complaint^ and many passionSj 
The least of which expressed would sad the gods, 
And strike compassion into mthlesse hell. 
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Luimaim'd heart, spend all thy griefe and rage 

1 thy foe : the field 's a souldier's stage» 

^rhich his action showes. If you are just, 

hate those that contenme you, O you gods, 

;nge worthy your anger, your anger, O, /^o 

ne man, up heart : stoop Jove, and bend thy chin 

hy large brest ; give signe th' art pleas'd, and just 

ire good mens foreheads must not print the dust. 

[Exeunt, 

% Xkter AsDEUBALL, Hanno, Bttheas. 
'«. What Carthage hath decreed, Hanno, is done ; 
anc'd and borne was Asdruball for state ; 
ly with it, his faith, his love, his hate, 
of one piece. Were it my daughters life 
t fate hath sung to Carthage safety brings, 
it deed so red but hath bin done by kings ? 
ygenia, he that 's a man for men, ' ' ^ 

3itious as a god, must like a god 
) free from passions, his frdl aym'd at end 
lense to others, sole selfe to comprehend 
nd in 's owne globe, not to be clasp'd, but holds 
hin him all : his heart being of more folds 
n shield of Telamon, not to be pierc'd, though struck, 
god of wise men is themselyes, not lucke. 

^ Enter Giaco. 
him by whom now Massinissa is not. 
30, is 't done ? 

?w. Tour pardon, worthy lord, ' ^ "^ 

s not done, my heart sunk in my brest, 
vertue mazd me, faintnesse seizd me all, 
\e god '« in kmgs, that mU not let them fall. 
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Ai. His vertue mazd thee (umb), why bow I b 
Th' art that just man that hath true touch of bio 
Of pitty, ami soft piety, fov^vt, ? 
Yes, honour thee ; we did it but to tiy 
What sense thou hadat of blood, Goe, Bytheas, 
Tate hitn into our private treaaury-j 
And cut his tliroat ; the slave hath all betray d, 

-%, Are you asaur'd? 

Am. Afeard, for tliis I know. 
Who ihinkeih to buy mllany with ^oM^ 
Shall everfinde mc/i faith so hought^ so sold. 
Reward him throughly. 

lA ^hout; the cormU gwifig ajkum 

Han, "What meajies this shout ? 

A^d, Hanno, tia done* Syphax revolt by this 
Hath aecurd Carthage ; and now his force come m, 
Ajid joyn'd with ns, give Massinissa charge. 
And aassured slaughter, ye powers ! forgive, 
Through rotlenst dung beat plants both sprout and live 
By blood vines grow. 

Htm. But yet thinke, Asdruball, 
Tis fit at least you heare griefea outward show; 
It is your kinsman bleeds. WTiat need men know 
Your hand is in Ma wounds ? Tia well in state 
To doe dose ill, but voyd a pubbke hate, 

Asd, Tush, Hanno I let me prosper^ let rowts prate* 
My power shall force their aOence or my hate. 
1 scorn their idle malice : men of weight 
Know, he that feares en vie j let him cease to raigne * 
The peoples hate to some hath been their gaine. 
For howsoere a monarch faines his parts, 
Steale any thing from kings but subjects hearts. 



\ 



I. II.] OF 80PH0NI8BA. 1 75 

% Bnier Cabthalo leading m Unmd Gelosso. 

Car, Guard, guard the campe ! — ^make to the trench I 
— stand firme ! 

Jd, The gods c^boldnes with us! — ^howruns chance? 

Car, Think, think, how wretched thou canst be, thou art ; 
Bhort words shall speak long woes. 

Geh Mark, Asdrubal. 

Car. Our bloody plot to Massinissas eare ' ^ ^ 

Untimely by this lord was all betrayd. 

Geh By me it was ; by me, vile Asdruball ; 
Ijt^tospeakH. 

Aid, Downe, slave I 

Gel, I cannot fiall. 

Car, Our traines disdos'd ; strait to his wel usde armes 
He tooke himselfe, rose up with all his force. 
On Syphax carelesse troupes (Syphax being hurried 
Before to Girta, fearlesse of successe, 

Impatient Sophonisba to injoy). ' ^ ^ 

Gelosso rides to head of all our squadrons. 
Commands make stand in thy name, Asdruball, 
In mine, in his, in all : they all obey ; 
Whilst Massinissa, now with more then fury, 
Ohargeth the loose and much amazed rankes 
Of absent Syphax, who with broken shoute 
In vaine expecting Carthage secondings) 
jlive faint repulse : a second charge, is given, 
[hen looke as when a faulcon towres aloft, 
^ole shoales of foule, and flockes of, lesser birds ' ^o 

/Touch fearefuUy, and dive, some among sedge, 
k)me creepe in brakes. So Massinissas. sword, 
(randisht aloft, tost 'bout his shining caske, 
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Made stoop whole squadrons, quick as thought he ad 
Here hurles he darts, and there his rage-strong anni 
Fights foot to foot. Here cries he strike : they sinkq 
And then grim slaughter foUowes ; for by this. 
As men betrayd, they curse us, dye, or flie, or both ; ^ 
Six thousand fell at once. Now was I come, ' 

I Qo And straight porceiy'd all bled by his vile plot. 

Gel, Vile ! Qood plot ! my good plot, Asdmballf' 

Cdr, I forc'd our armie beat a running march ; 
But Massinissa strucke his spurres apace 
Upon his speedie horse, leaves slaughtering; 
All flie to Scipio, who with open rankes 
In view receives them : all I could effect 
Was but to gaine him. 

Asd Die! 

Gel, Do what thou can, 
2, or> Thou canst but kill a weake old honest man. 

[Gelosso departs, guaf 

Car, Scipio and Massinissa, by this strike 
Their clasped palmes, then vow an endlesse love ; 
Straight a joynt shout they raise, then tume they brea 
Direct on us, march strongly toward our campe. 
As if they dar*d us fight. O Asdruball, 
T feare they'l force iJur campe. 

Asd, Breake up and flie. 
This was your plot. 

Ha, But 'twas thy shame to chuse it. 
2- ^ <5 Car, He that forbids not offence, he does it. 

Aid, The curse of womens wo^ds goe with you. - 
You are no villaines ; gods and men, which way ? 
Advise, vile things. 

Ha. VHe ? 
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ICbr. Not? 
1%, Yqu.dSd^alL 

M, D£[ yba not plot ? 

'Cbf. Tedded not AsdrubalP 

J»d. Bui yon intdc'd me. ^ *^ 

Sa. How? 

.ift?. With hope of place. 

Car, He that for wealth leaves fiaith, is abject. 

Ea, Base. 

Jid. Doe not provoke my sword ; I live. 

Car. More shame^ 
iPoatlive thy vertne and thy once great name. 

Aid. Upbraid ye me? 

Ha. Hokll ^-^ 

- Car. Know that onely thou 
Jbt treacherons : thou shouldst have had a crowne. 
• Ha. Hiou didst all ; all he for whom mischiefes done, 
He does it. 

Aid. Brooke open scome, faint powers ! 
IUk good the campe ! No, flie ! yes, what ? wild rage, 
to be a prosperous villaine, yet some heat, some hold, 
but to bume temples, and yet freeze, O cold ! ^ - 7 

Give me some health ; now your blood sinkes : thus deed* 
lU nourUht rot; without Jove nought succeeds, [Exeunt. 
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^1^ OrgcM mixt wiik recorders /or ikU JeL 

ACTUS TERTIUS. 



SCENA PRIMA. 

f[ Stphax, with Ai8 dapper ttoound aboui Aer kaire, 
in SoPHONiSBA til her nigktgovme and jpeHeoki 
Zanthia and YAinQViRfoUo»ins^. 




H 



USTwe intreat? sue to such 

eares? 
Know, SyphaK lias no knees, his eiei^ 
teaies; 

Inraged love is senselesse of remorce. ^ 

Thou shall, thou must. Kings gloiy is their force. 
Thou art in Cirta, in my pallace, foole. 
Dost thinke he pittieth teares that knowes to mle. 
For all thy scomefuU eyes, thy proud disdaine. 
And late contempt of us, now weele revenge, 
Breake stubbome silence. Looke, He tack thy head 
lo To the low earth, whilst strength of two blacke knaves, 
Thy limbs all wide shall straine : prayer fitteth slaves. 
Our courtship be our force : rest cahne as sleepe. 
Else at this quake ; harke, harke, we cannot weepe. 
So, Can Sophonisba be inforc'd ? 
. /S^. Can ? see. 
So, Thou mayst inforce my body, but not me. 
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f with thy loathed armes, "^ 

e heavy on me then the chames, 
eepe wrincldes in the captives Hmbes, 
1 thee. 



t a heast» be but a beast. 

Lot offend a power 

tee more then Wretched : yeeld to him 

6 yeelds. Know Massimssa's dead ? 

? 

1 ^. 

ds and good mens shame? 

VangueAmy strong bloud boyles. 

save thine owne .fame\ 
)petite is deafe, I will, I must, 
our could not beare out lust, 
ihy strong arme, and heare me. Syphax, know 
vant now : I needs must love thee, 
jex, forgive) I must confesse 
t protesting feeblenesse, 

t blushings, timorous modestie ; ^^ 

ir lover is but little man, 
U of woman. Know, fayre Prince, 
est arme 's not rude ; for we still prove, 
e fury there 's no ardent love, 
loves impatience of delay ; 
X was onely borne t'obey, 
dares command, 
this is well ; 
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[ACT^ 



^1^^ Organ mixt with recorders for tkis Jet, 

ACTUS TERTIUS. 




SCENA PBIMA. *1 

^ Syphax, toitk his dagger twound about her hakre^ m 
in SoFHONiSBA in her nightgonme and peUcoteiJ( 
Zanthia and Ya^qv^ following. 

[ UST we intreat ? sue to such squeant 
eares ? 
Know, Syphax has no knees, his eies 1 
teaxes; 

Imaged love is senselesse of remorce. 
Thou shalt, thou must. Kings glory is their force. 
Thou art in Cirta, in my pallace, foole. 
Dost thinke he pittieth teares that knowes to rule. 
For aU thy scomefoU eyes, thy proud disdaine. 
And late contempt of us, now weele revenge, 
Breake stubbome silence. Looke, He tack thy head 
lo To the low earth, whilst strength of two blacke knaves, 
Thy limbs all wide shall straine : prayer fitteth slaves. 
Our courtship be our force : rest calme as sleepe. 
Else at this quake ; harke, harke, we cannot weepe. 
So, Can Sophonisba be inforc'd ? 
. Sg. Can? see. 
So, Thou mayst inforce my body, but not me. 
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a^. Not? 

&. Not. 
%. No? 

Bo. No, off with thy loathed annes, 
Mt lye more heavy on me then the chaines, 
tat weaie deepe wrinddes in the captives Hmbes, 
loe beseech thee. 
«K. What?. 

80. Ee but a beast, be but a beast. 
8jf, Doe not offend a power 
■I make thee more then Wretched : yeeld to him 
I whom fate yeelds. Know Massinissa's dead ? 
So. Dead? 

^. Dead! ^ 

80. To gods and good mens shame? 
Sjf. Help, yangae,\my strong bloud boyles. 
80. O yet save thine owne .fame\ 
8^. All appetite is deafe, I will, I must. 
hiUes armour could not beare out lust. 
80, Hold thy strong arme, and heare me. Syphax, know 
m thy servant now : I needs must love thee, 
r (O, my sex, forgive) I must confesse 
I not affect protesting feeblenesse, 

reats, faint blushings, timorous modestie ; ^ '^ ' 

thinke our lover is but little man, 
o is so fiiU of woman. Know, fayre Prince, 
es strongest arme 's not rude ; for we still prove, 
hout some fuiy there 's no ardent love. 
love our loves impatience of delay ; 
noble sex was onely borne t'obey, 
lim that dares command. 
f. Why, this is well; 
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And absolute witliin themselves repos'd. 
Only to greatnesse ope, to all else dos'd. 
Weak sanguine fooles are to their own good nice ; 
Before I held you vertuous, but now wise. 
>fo 80, Zanthia, yictoriouB Massinissa lives. 
My Massinissa lives. O steddy powers. 
Keep him as safe as heaven keepes the earth. 
Which looks upon it with a thousand eyes ; 
That honest valiant man, and Zanthia, 
Doe but record the justice of his love, 
And my for ever vowes, for ever vowes. 

Za, I, true madam ; nay, thinke of his great mind. 
His most just heart, his all of excellence. 
And such a vertue as the gods might envy. 

»Io Against this, Syphax, is but and you know; 

Eame lost, what can be got that 's good for 

So. Hence, 
Take, nay, with one hand. 

Zfi, My service. 

So^ Prepare our sacrifice. 

Za. But yield you, I, or no? 

So, /When thou dost know. 

Za/ What then? 

iSb." ,Then thou wilt know. 
Let him that would have counsel 'voyd th' advice 

[Bxit Zantl 
Of friends, made his with waighty benefits. 
Whose much dependance onely strives to fit 
Humour, not reason, and to still devise 
In any thought to make their friend seeme wise. 
But above aU, O feare a servants tongue. 
Like such as onely for their gaine to serve. 
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ithin the vaste capacity of place, 

mow no yflenesse so most truly base. 

£ir lords, their gaine ; and he that most will give, 

tth him (they will not dye, but) they will live. 

aytors and these are one ; such slavgfs once trust, 

het swards to make thine owne blood like the dust. 

Comets and orgcoM playing full mmicJce, Enters the 
solemnitg qf a sacrifice; which being entered^ whilst 
the attendance furnish the altar, Sophonisba song, 
which done, she speakes — 

Tithdraw, withdraw ; all but Zanthia ahd Yangue depart. 

not inyoke thy anne, thou god of sound ; 

[or thine, nor thine, although in all abound 

ligh powers immense. But joviall Mercury, 

Lnd thou, O brightest female of the sky, 

thrice modest Phoebe, you that joyntly fit 

L worthy chastity, and a most chaste wit, 

Co you comiptlesse hunny, and pure dew, 

[Jpbreathes our holy fire ; words just and few, 

dainc to heare, if in poore wretches cryes 
Tou glory not ; if drops of withered eyes 
Be not your sport, be just ; aU that I crave 
Is but chaste life, or an untainted grave. 

1 can no more ; yet hath my constant tongue 
Let fall no weaknesse, tho' my heart were wrung 

With pangs worth heU; whilst great thoughts stop our teares, 

Sorrow unseene, unpitied inward weares : 

You see now where I rest, come is my end. 

Cannot Heaven, vertue, 'gainst weake chance defend ? 

When weaknesse hath out-borne what weaknesse can. 

What, should I say tis Joves, not sinne of man. 
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Some stratagem now let wits God be shewen, 
Celestiall powers by miracles are knowne. 

I hjav't ; lis done. Zanthia, prepare our bed 

^. Van, Your servant, 

80, Vangue, we have perform'd 
Due rites unto the dead. 

[Sophonisbajpresm^ a carouse to Ya 
Now to thy lord, great Syphax, healthfiill caps, whidid 
"ThS king is right much welcome. 

Fan, Were it as deepe as thought, off it should t 

[He( 
^-^ 80. My safetie with that draught. 

Fan, Close the vaults mouth least we doe slip in dml 

So. To what use, gentle negro, serves this cave, 
Whose mouth thus opens so familiarly. 
Even in the Kings bed-chamber ? 

Fan, O, my Queene, 
This vault with hideous darkness, and much length, 
Stretcheth beneath the eaiih into a grove. 
One league from Cirta (I am very sleepy) ; 
Through this when Cirta hath beene strong begirt. 
With hostile siege the King hath safely scaped 
"To, to 

So, The wine is strong. 

Fan, Strong? 

So. Zanthia! 

Za. What meanes my Princesse P 

So. Zanthia, rest firme 
And silent. Helpe us ; nay, doe not dare refuse. 

Za. The negros dead I 

So. No,drunkl 
^Za. Alas! 
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Let not thy backe be wanting ; for now I leape 
To catch the fruite none but the gods should reape. 

• [Qfering to leape into bed, he discovers Yangaii 
Hah ! can any woman tume to such a devill ? 
Or — or — ^Vangue, Vangue — — 

Vcm. Yes, yes. 

Sy, Speake^ slave. 
1 ^"How cam'st thou here ? 

Van, HereP t 

Sy, Zanthia, Zanthia,/ wher's Sophonisba? speake at 
'^ ^ fuU— atfoU. I 

Give me particular faith, or know thou art not 

Za, Your pardon, just mov'd Prince, and private earn 

8y, 111 actions have some grace, that they can feare. 

Van, How came I laid ? which way was I made dronke? 
Where am I ? thinke I, or is my state advanc'd ? 
O Jove, how pleasant is it but to sleepe 
In a kings bed ! 

Sy, Sleepe there thy lasting sleepe, 
Improvident, base, o're-thirsty slave. 

[Syphax MU Vangue. 
l*fo Dye pleas'd, a kings couch is thy too proud grave. 
Through, this vault say*st thou ? 

Za, ^ you give me grace 
To live, tis true. 

8y, We will be good to Zanthia ; 
Goe, cheare thy lady, and be private to us. 

[She descends after Sophonisba 

Za. As to my life. 

8y, I'le use this Zanthia, 
And trust her as our dogs drinke dangerous Nile, 
Only for thirst ; the flie, the crocodile : 
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rise Sophonisba knowes loves tricks of ^^ ^ ^^ 

Without mnch hindianoe, pleasuie haUi no heart ; 
ei^ight all vertae or weake plots I mast, 
nren walled Babell cannot beare out lust. 

[Descends tkraugk ike vauU. 

^ Cornets Bound marches. 

Enter SciPio and L^Lius, with the complements qf 
Roman (^eneraUs hrfore them. At the other doore^ 
Massinissa cmi Jugurth. 

Mas, Let not the yertue of the world suspect 
lad Massinissa's Mth ; nor once oondemne 
yoi just revolt. Carthage first gave me life ; 
Eer ground gave food, her aire first lent me breath. 
The earth was made for men, not men for earth. 
Sdpio, I doe not thanke the Gods for life, 
Much lesse vile men, or earth ; know, best of lords, "^ (^^ . 
It is a happy being, breath well fam'd, 
Por which Jove sees these thus. Men ba not fool'd 
With piety to place, traditions leare, 
A just mans countrey Jove makes every where. 

8ci, Well urgeth Massinissa ; but to leave 
A city so ingrate, so faithlesse, so more vile 
Then dvill speech can name, feare not, such vice 
To scourge is Heavens gratefull sacrifice. 
Thus all confesse first they have broke a faith 
To the most due, so just to be observ'd, 2.70 

That barbarousnesse it selfe may well blush at them. 
Where is thy passion P they have shar'd thy crowne. 
The proper right of birth, contriv'd thy death. 
Where is thy passion ? given thy beautious spouse 
To thy most hated rivall. Statue, not man \ 
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And last, thy friend Gelosso (man worth gods) 
With tortures Bave they rent to death, 

Mui, Gelosso ! 
For thee Ml eyes 

Sci. No passion for the rest ? 

Mas, Scipio ! my griefe for him may be exprest. 
But for tlie rest, silence and secret anguish by tearea 
Slmli w^t — shall wast ! Scipio, he that am weep. 
Grieves uot like me, priTate deep inward drops 
Of blood I My heart, for Gods right give me leave 
To be a short time man* 

8ci. Stay, Prince* 

Mas. I ceaaej 
Forgive if T forget thy presence. Scipio, 
€^o Thy face makes Massinisaa more than man^ 
And here before yomr steddy power I vow 
As fmne as fate I make i When I desist 
To he connnanded by thy verfeae (Scipio), 
Or fall from friend of Eomes^ revenging gods^ 
Afflict me worth yo;ir torture. I have given 
Of passion and of faith, my heart, 

ScL To counsell then, 
Gr^fejita weake hearts, re^m^ing mritw men* 
Thus I thinke fit, before that Syphax know 
^vo How deepely Carthage sinkes, lets beat swift march 
Up even to Cirta, and whilst Syphax snores 
With hisj late thine 

Mas. With mine? no> Scipio ; 
libian hath poyson^ aspes, knives, and too much earth 
To make one grave, with mine ? Notj she can dye, 
Scipio, with mine ! Jove, say it thou doat lye, 

S(n. Temperance be Sdpioa honour. 
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Le. Cease your strifeJshe is a woman. 

Mas. But she is my wife. 

Le, And yet she is no godN ^ ® 

Mas, And yet she 's more. > 

doe not praise gods goodnesse, but adoie. 

ods cannot &]!, and for their constant goodnesse 

\^ch is neoessited) they have a crowne 

f never-ending pleasures ; but fjEunt man 

IWi'd to have his weaknesse made the heavens glory), 

' he with steddy vertue holds all siege, 

hat power, that speech, that pleasure, that full sweets, 

. world of greatnesse can assail him with, 

[aving no pay but selfe wept misery, ^ ** 

Jid beggars treasure heapt — ^that man lie prayse 

ibove the gods. 

8ci. The Lybian speakes bold sense. 

MJas. By that by which all is, proportion, 
i speake with thought. 

8ci, No more. 

Mas. Forgive my admiration, 
f ou toucht a string to which my sense was quick ; 
Can you but thinke ? Do, do ; my griefe — my griefe — 
Would make a saint blaspheme ! Give somereliefe ; **? ^o 
As thou art Scipio, forgive that I forget 
I am a souldier. Such woes Joves ribs would burst. 
Few speake lesse ill that feele so much of worst. 
My eare attends. 

8ci. Before then Syphax joyne. 
With new strength'd Carthage, or can once unwind 
His tangled sense from out so vilde amaze, 
M wee like suddaine lightning fore his eyes : 
Mdnesse and speed are all of victories. 
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^ Mm. Sdpio, let M«wini«8a d^ thy knees ; 

May once these eyes view Sypbax? shall this aime 
Onoe make him fede his siime ? O yee gods ! 
My cause, n^ cause ! Justice is so huge ods. 
That he who with it feaies. Heaven mnst rraioanoe 
In his creation. I 

8ei. Beate then a dose qoii^ maidi ; I 

Before the mome shaH shake cold dews through skies> I 
Syphax shall tremUe at Bomes thicke alannes. 

JQ Mm, Yee powers, I challenge oon^piest to just annea. 

\WUh afuUJUmrUh ofewmeU, they dqM 



^ ^ ^ 



^ 
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ACTUS QUARTUS. 






SCENA PKIMA. 
^ Organs^ viola, and voiceBy play for thU Act. 

Ikter SoPHONiSBA and Zanthia, aa out of a cavea 

mouth. 

• 

^ ^^l^^^^l^ «re we, ZmthiBL? 
Yangue, said the cave 
i Op'ned in Belos forrest. 
Lord, how sweet 
Iioit the ayre ! The huge bng vaults close vaine, 
at dumps it breath'd I In Belos forrest sayst ; 
t valiant, Zanthia ; how far 's Utica 

I these most heavie shades ? 
Za, Ten easie leagues. 
80. There 's Massinissa, my true Zanthia ; 
Sials venture nobly to escape, and touch 
My lords just armes P Loves wings so justly heave 
The body up, that as our toes shall trip 
Over the tender and obedient grasse, 
Scarce any drop of dew is dasht to ground, 
ind see the willing shade of friendly night 
Hakes safe our instant haste. Boldnesse and speed 
ilake actions ^most impossible succeed. 
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I not mistrust thee, yet but 

Za, Here you may 
Delay your time. 

I, Zantliiaj delay. 
By which we may yet hope ■ yet hope, alaa 1 
How bB benumd 's my seme. Chaunce hath so often 
I scarce can feele, I should now curae the gods. 
Call on the furies 1 stampe the patient earth 1 
Cleave my stretched cheeks vdih sound, speake 

aenscj 
But loud and full of players eloquence. 
Noj no ; what shall we eate P 

Za, Madam, Be search 
For some ripe nuts which autumn hath shooke downe 
From the nnleav'd hasell, then some cooler ayre 
Shall lead me to a spring. Or I will try 
The courteous pale of some poore forrestres 
For mUke. 

So, DOj Zanthia. happinesse! [Bxit Zan^ 

Of those that know not pride or lust of dtie \ 
Ther '» no vmn bless' d hut those that most 7n€n pitty 
fortunate poore maids, that arc not forced 
To wed for statCj nor are for state divorced I 
Whom policy of kingdomes doth not marry. 
Bat pure affection makes to love or vary ; 
You feeb no love which you dare not to shew. 
Nor shew a love which doth not trudy grow I 
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you are surety blessed of the sky ; 

n live, that biow not death before you dye. 

[Through the vauiet mouthy in hii night gowne, torch in 
hia hand, Syphax enters Jutt behind Sophonisba* 

Guare 

\Sg, In Syphax armes. Thing of £idse lip, 
mhat god shall now release thee ? 

80. Art a man ? 

8g. Thy limbs shall feele. Despight thy vertue, know 
lie thred thy richest pearle. This forrests deafe 
jk is my lust. Night and the god of silence 
jhrels my fiill pleasures ; no more shalt thou delude 
Ky easie qredence. Virgin of faire brow, 
WeSL featurde creature, and our utmost wonder, 
IJueene of our youthfull bed, be proud. 

[Syphax tetteth wmay his lights and prepareth 
to embrace Sophonisba. 
Qe use thee. [Sophonisba snatcheth out her knife. 

80, Looke thee — ^view this — shew but one straine of 
force. 
Bow but to sease this arme, and by my selfe, 
Or more, by Massinissa, this good Steele 
BhaQ set my soule on wing. Thus form'd gods see, 
And men with gods worth envie nought but me. 
. Sg. Doe strike thy breast ; know, being dead, De use, 
With highest lust of sense, thy senselesse flesh, 
Knd even then thy vexed soule shall see, 
PTithout resistance, thy trunke prostitute 
Jnto our appetite. 

So, I shame io make thee know 
low vile thou speakest. Corruption then as much 
.s thou shalt doe ; but frame unto thy lusts 
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ImaginaiioM utmost mmne ! Syphax, 
I speake all frigbtlesse, know I liye or die 
To Massinissa ; nor the force of fate 
io Shall make me leave his love, or alake thy hate ! 
I speake no more. 

Sy, Thou hast amaz'd us ; womans forced use. 
Like miripe findts, no somier got but waste ; 
They have prc^ortion, colour, but no taste. 
Thinke» Syphax ; Sc^homsba, rest thy owne I 
Our guard I 

^ Elder a guard. 

Creature of most astom^iing vertue, 
K with faire usage, love, and passionate courtii^s. 
We may obtaine the heaven of thy bed, 
f * We cease no sute ; feom other force be free. 
We dote not on thy body, but love thee^ 

So. Wilt thou keep faith ? 

Sy. By thee, and l^ that power 
By which thou art thus glorious, trust my vow. 
Our guard, convay the royalist excellence 
That ever was call'd woman to our pallace : 
Observe her with strict care I 

So. Dread Syphax, speake I 
As thou art worthy, is not Zanthia false ? 
^^^ Sg. To thee she is. 

So, As thou art then thy selfe. 
Let her not be. 

Sy, She is not ! [The guard Beizeth Ta 

Za, Thus most speed. 
When two foes are growne friends, partakers bleed. 

Sy, When plants must flourish, their manure mus 
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Syphax, be recampenc'd, I hate thee not. 

[Exit Sophonisba. 

Sjf, A wasting flame feedes on my amorous blood, 
pVhich we mnst coole, or dye. What way all power, 
Itn speech, fall opportunity, can make, 
jRTe have made fruitlesse tryalL Infemall Jove, 
kou resolute ang^ that delight in flames, 
Bo you, all wonder-working spirits, I flye ! 
Snce heaven helps not, deepest hell wee '1 try ! 

Here in this desart, the great soule of charmes, 
Dreadfull Erictho lives, whose dismall brow 
Sontemnes all roofes or civill coverture. 
Porsaken graves and tombs, the ghosts forc'd out, 
She joyes to inhabite. 

J InfemaU muncke playes wflly^ tchilesi Ebictho entem, 
and, when she apeakes, ceasetL 

\, loathsome yellow leannesse spreads her face, 

\ heavy hell-like paknesse loads her cheeks, 

Jnknowne to a cleare heaven ; but if darke winds 

Dr thicke blacke clouds drive back the blinded starres, 

^en her deep magicke makes forc'd heaven quake 

lind thunder, spight of Jove — Erictho then 

^m naked graves stalkes out, heaves proud her head 

Vith long unkemb'd haire loaden, and strives to snatch 

\e nights quicke sulphure ; then she bursts up tombs 

^m halfe-rot sear-doths, then she scrapes dry gummes 

W her blacke rites ; but when she finds a coarse 

^nt newly grav'd, whose entrailes arc not tum'd 

o slymie filth, with greedy havocke then 

he makes fierce spoyle, and swells with wicked triumph 

bidry hex leane knuckles in his eyes ; 
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Then dotk she knaw the pale and oregrowne najles 
From his dry hand ; but if she find some life 
Yet lurking close, she bites his gellid lips. 
And, sticking her blacke tongue in his dry throat, 
/ftf She breathes dire murmurs, which inforoe him beare 
Her banefiill secrets to the spirits of horrour. 
To her first sound the gods yield any harme, 
As trembling once to heare a second charme. 

She is 

Eri, Here, Syphax, here ; quake not, for know, 
I know thy thoughts : thou wouldst intreat our power 
Nice Sophonisba's passion to inforce 
To thy affection. Be all fiill of love ; 
Tis done, tis done ; to us heaven, earth, sea, ayre, 
I S And Fate it selfe obayes ; the beasts of death. 
And all the terrours angry gods invented 
(T'aflflict the ignorance of patient man). 
Tremble at us ; the roul'd-up snake uncurls 
His twisted knots at our affrighting voyce. 
Are we incens'd ? the king of flames growes pale, 
Lest he be choak'd with blacke and earthy fumes, 
Which our charmes raise. Be joy'd, make proud thy 1 
I do not pray you, gods, my breatj^ 's, you must. 
Sy, Deep knowing spirit, mother of all high 
■^0 Mysterious science, what may Syphax yield 

Worthy thy art, by which my soule 's thus eas'd ? 
The gods first made me live, but thou live pleas'd. 

Eri, Know then our love, hard by the reverent mine 
Of a once glorious temple rear'd to Jove, 
Whose very rubbish (like the pittyed fall 
Of vertue most unfortunate) yet beares 
A deathlesse majesty, though now quite rac'd, 
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owne by wrath and lust of impious kings, 
f^here holy Fiamins wont to sing 
mnes to Heaven, there the daw and crow, 
oyc'd raven, and still chattering pye, 
; nngratefdll sounds and loathsome filth ; 
tatues and Joves acts were vively limbs, 
ith black coales draw the vail'd parts of nature, 
;herous actions of imagined lust ; 
ombs and beautious umes of well dead men 
assured rest, the shepheard now 
his belly ; corruption most abhorr'd 
y it selfe with their renowned ashes -. 
e quakes at it ! 

ice a charnel-house, now a vast cave, 
lose brow a pale and untrod grove 
J out her heavy shade, the mouth thicke armes 
some ewe (sun proofe) for ever choakes. 
rest barren darknesse, fruitlesse drought 
etemall night ; the steame of hell 
ot to lasy ayre. There, that 's my cell ; 
lence a channe, which Jove dare not heare twice, 
rce her to thy bed. But Syphax know, 
the highest rebell to our art. 
re I charge thee, by the feare of all 
uhou know'st dreadfiiU, or more, by our selfe, 
. swift hast she passeth to thy bed, 
jy to thy wishes yields, speake not one word, 
re, as thou dost feare thy losse of joyes, 
one light, one light. 
ks to my fate | 
my guidance. 
Then, when I shall force 
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2ao ^riie aire to musicke, and the sliades of night 

To fonne sweet sounds, make proud thy rais'd delight; 
Meaiie tipie behold, I goe a charme to reaie. 
Whose potent sound will force our selfe to feaie. 

Sy. Whether is Syphax heav'd? at length shall 'sjoy^ 
Hopes more desir'd then Heaven ? Sweet labouring 
Let heaven be uniform'd with mighty charmes. 
Let Sopbonisba only fill these armes, 
Jove wee'l not envy thee ! Bloods appetite 
Is Syphax god ; my wisedome is my s^ise, 

2^<o Without a man I hold no excellence. 

Give me long breath, young beds, and sicklesse ease, 
For we hold firme, that 's lawfidl which doth please. 

^ Inf email tmrneke^ softly. 

Harke ! harke ! now rise infemall tones. 
The deep fetch'd grones 

Of labouring spirits that attend 

Erictho. 

Erictho. [withm, 
St/, Now cracke the trembUng earth, and send — 
Shreekes that portend 

Affrightment to the gods which heare 

Erictho. 

Erictho. [witkin. 

^ A treble viall, ^., a base lute, play softly wUlm 
the canopy. 

8y, Harke ! harke ! now softer melody strikes mute 
Disquiet Nature. O thou power of sound. 
How thou dost melt me ! Harke ! now even heaven 
Gives up his soule amongst us. Now 's the time 
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leu. greedy expectation straines mine eyes 

r their lov'd object ; now Erictho will'd, 

ipare my appetite for loves strict gripes. 

rou d^are £omits of pleasure, bloud, and beauty, 

f se active Venus worth fruition 

such provoking sweetnesse. Harke, she comes I 

A short song to soft musicke above, 

o nuptiall hymnes, inforced spirits sing, 
rke, Syphax, harke ! 

CANTANT. 

w hell and heaven rings 

th musicke spight of Phcebus. X^eace ! 

Epter Ekictho in the shape of Sophonisba, her face 
vailed, and hasteth in the bed of Syph ax. 

; comes! 

ry of bloods impatient ! Erictho 

.ve thunder sits : to thee, egregious soule, 

all flesh bend- Sophonisba, thy flame 
: equall mine, and weele joy such delight, 
it gods shall not admire, but even spight ! 

[Syphax haatneth within the canopy, as to 
Sophonisbas bed. 
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ACTUS QUINTUS. 




SCENA PRIMA. 

^ A ba9e lute and a treble moll play for the Act. 

^ Syphax drawee the curtaines, and discovers Ebicthc 
l^inff with him. 

?A! ha! ha! 

Sy, Light, light! 
Eri. Hal ha! 

Sh/, Thou rotten scum of hell 

O my abhorred heate ! O loath'd delusion ! 

[I^ leape out of the bed; Syphax taies Urn 
to his sword. 
Eri. Why, foole of kings, could thy weake sonJe 
imagine 
That 'tis within the graspe of heaven or hell 
To enforce love ?>/ Why, know love doats the fat«s, 
Jove groanes beneath his waight : more ignorant thing, 
Know we, Erictho, with a thirsty wombe, 
Have coveted ftdl threescore suns for blood of kings. 
We that can make inraged Neptune tosse 
His huge curld locks without one breath of wind ; 
We that can make Heaven slide firom Atlas shoulder; 
We, in the pride and height of covetous lust, 
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e wisht with womans greedinesse to fill 

• longing armes witk Syphax well strong lims ; 

[ dost thou thinke if pliilters or liels charmes 

Id have infore'd thy use, we would hav' dam'd 

ine sleights ? No, no. Now are we full 

)ur deare wishes. Thy proud heate well wasted 

h made our lims grow young ! Our love, farewell I 

)w he that would force love, thus seekes his hell I 

[Erictho sl^s into the ground, as Syphax offers 
his sword to her. 
y. Can we yet breath P Is any plagu'd like me ? 
we ? Lets thinke. O now contempt, my hate 
thee, thy thunder, sulphure, and scom'd name, 
whose life 's loath'd, and he who breathes to curse 
very beings, let him thus with me 1 

[Syphax kneeles at the altar* 
. fore an altar, sacred to blacke powers, 
I thus dare Heavens I O thou whose blasting flames 
rle barren droughts upon the patient earth, 
i thou, gay god of riddles and strange tales, 
t-brained Phoebus, all adde if you can, 
nething unto my misery, if ought 
plagues lurke in your deepe trench'd browes, 
lich yet I know not, — ^let them fall like bolts, 
lich wrathfuU Jove drives strong into my bosome, 
my chance of warre, or newes ill voyc'd, 
Jchiefe unthought of lurke, come, giv 't us all, 
ape curse on curse, we can no lower fall ! 

[Out of the altar the ghost (/ Asdruball ariseth, 
dsd. Lower — lower! 
%. What damn'd ayre is form'd 
that shape ? Speake, speake, we cannot quake I 
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Our flesh knowes not ignoble tremblings. Speake I 
We dare thy terror ! Me thinkes hell and fate 
Should dread a soule with woes made desperate ! 

Asd. Know me the spirit of great AsdrubaU, 
Father to Sophonisba, whose bad heart 
Made justly most unfortunate ; for know 
, I tum'd unfaithfiill, after which the field 
Chanc'd to our losse, when of thy men there fell 
Six thousand soules, next fight of Lybians ten. 
After which losse we, after Carthage flying, 
Th' inraged people cride their army fell 
Through my base treason. Straight my revengefuU ftuy 
Make them pursue me ; I with resolute haste 
]\Iade to the grave of all our ancestors, 
When poysoned, hop'd my bones should have long rest. 
But see the violent multitude arrives, 
Teare downe onr monument, and me now dead 
Deny a grave ; hurle us among the rocks 
To stanch beasts hunger ; therefore thus ungrav*d 
I seeke slow rest. Now doest thou know more woes, 
And more must feele. Mortals, O feare to slight 
Your gods and vowes. Joves arme is of dread might. 

Sy. Yet speake : shall I orecome approaching foes ? 

Jsd, Spirits of wrath know nothing but their woes. 

[Exit 

^ Enter Nuntius. 

Nun, My liedge, my Hedge, the scouts of Cirta bring 
intelligence 
Of suddaine danger ; full ten thousand horse, 
* Fresh and well rid, strong Massinissa leads. 



[ 
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|As wings to Eomane legions that march swift, 
Jjead by that man of conquest, Sdpio. 

Sy. Scipio? 

Nnn. Direct to Cirta. [J march farre off is heard, 

Harke ! their march is heard even to the citie. 

8y, Helpe, our guard, my armes ; bid all our leaders 
Beate thicke alarmes. I haye seene things which thou 
Wouldst quake to heare; 

Boldnesse and strength the shame of skves be feare. 
Up, heart, bold sword ! though waves roule thee on shelfe, 
rhough fortune leave thee, leave not thou thy selfe ! 

\Exitt arming. 



SCBNA SECUNDA. 

^ Enter ttoo Pages, with targets and javelins ; L^lius 
and JuGuaTH, with holberds; SciPio and Massi* 
NissA armed; comets sounding a march, 

Sci, Stand! 

Mas, Give the word — Stand ! 

Sd. Part the file! 

Mas. Give way ! 
Scipio, by thy great name, but greater vertue, — 
3y our etemall love, give me the chance 
Of this dayes battle ! Let not thy envied fame 
Vouchsafe t' oppose the Komane legions 
Against one weakened Prince of Lybia. 
p 'This quarrel 's mine — mine be the stroke of fight ! 
I^t us and Syphax hurle out well forc'd darts 
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Each unto others breast. O (what should I say?) 
Thou beyond epithete, thou whom proud lords of fortuP^ 
May even envie. Alas I my joys so vaste, 
Makes me seeme lost. Let us thunder and lightning 
Strike from our brave armes. Looke, looke, sease that hil 
Harke ! he comes neere. From thence disceme us stnk< 
Fire worth Jove ; mount up, and not repute 
Me very proud, though wondrous resolute. 
Zo My cause, my cause is my bold heartning ods, 

That sevenfold shield, just armes should fright the gods. 

Sd, Thy words are full of honour ; take thy fate. 

M(U. Which we doe scome to feare, to Sdpio state 
Worthy his heart. Now let the forced brasse 
Sound on. 

^ Comets sound a march, SciPio leads his traine t 
to the mount. 

Jugurth, daspe sure our caske, 
Arme us with care ; and Jugurth, if I fall 
Through this dayes malice, or our fathers sinnes, 
If it in thy sword lye, breake up my breast, 
Jo And save my heart that never fell nor sued 
To ought but Jove and Sophonisba. Soimd, 
Sterne heartners unto wounds and blood — sound loud, 
For we have named Sophonisba. 

[Comets aflonruk 
So, [Comets a march farre c§ 

Harke,. harke, he comes ! stand blood ! Now multiply 
Force more than fiiry. Sound high, sound higli, we strike 
For Sophonisba. 
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f Enter Stphax arm% hi$ Pages with shields and darts 
before; comets sounding marches, 

S/jf, l^ot Sophonisba. 

Mn, SyphaxI 

j%. Massmissa I 

Mm, Betwixt us two. 
Let single fight try all. 

S}/. Well urg'd. 

Mas, Well granted 
Of you, my starres ; as I am worthy you, 
I implore ayde ; and O, if angels wajrt 
Upon good hearts, my genius bee as strong 
As I am just. 

8y. Kings glory is their wrong. 
He that may onely doe just act 's a slave. 
My gods my anne, my life, my heaven, my grave, 
To me all end. 

Mas, Give day, gods, life, not death. 
To him that onely feares blaspheming breath. 
For Sophonisba ! 

8y. For Sophonisba ! 

\ Comets sound a charge. Massinissa and Syphax 
combate, Syphax falls, Massinissa unclasps 
Syphax caske; and, as ready to kill hiniy speakes 
Syphax — 
8y, Unto thy fortune, not to thee, wee yeeld. 
Mas, Lives Sophonisba yet unstain'd, speake just — 
fet ours unforc'd ? 

8g, Let my heart fall more low 
^hen is my body, if onely to thy glory 
>hee lives not yet all thine. 
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Hat. Bifle, rise! Ceaae strife! 
Heare a most deepe levenge — firom us take life ! 
% CorneU mmnd a march, Scipio and LiBUUS i 
SciPio passeth to his throne. Massinissa pri 
Stphax to SciPio's feet, comets sounding afm 
To you all power of strength : and next to thee. 
Thou spirit of triumph, borne for victory. 
I heave these hands. March we to Cirta straight, 
My Sophomsba with s¥rift hast to winne. 
In honor and in love all meane is sinne. ' 

[EasewU Massinissa and Jugm^ 

Sci, As we are Bomes great generall, thus we presse 
Thy captive necke. But as still Scipio, 
And sensible of just humanitie, 

We weepe thy bondage. Speake, thou ill chanc'd man, 
What spirit tooke thee when thou wert our friend 
(Thy right hand given both to gods and us. 
With such most passionate vowes and solemne faith), 
Thou fledst with such most foule disloyaltie 
To now weake Carthage, strengthening their bad armes 
Who lately scom'd thee with all loath'd abuse. 
Who never entertaine for love, but use ? 

Sy, Scipio, my fortune is captiv'd, not I; 
Therefore He speake bold truth, nor once mistrust 
What I shall say ; for now, being wholly yours, 
I must not faine. Sophonisba, 'twas shee, 
Twas Sophonisba that solicited 
My forc'd revolt ; twas her resistlesse suite. 
Her love to her deare Carthage, tic'd me breake 
All faith with men ; twas shee made Syphax false ; 
Shee that loves Carthage with such violence. 
And hath such mooving graces to allure, 



.II.] OF 80FH0NISBA. 207 

hat shee will tume a man that once liath swome 
biselfe on 's fathers bones her Carthage foe, 
bbe that cities champion and high friend, 
ur himeneall torch burnt downe my house ; 
PMa was I captiv'd, when her wanton armes 
bere moving claspt about my necke. O charmes, 
Ible to tume even Fate I But this, in my true griefe, 
is some just joy, that my love-sotted foe 
HialL seize that plague, that Massinissas breast 
ier hands shall arme, and that ere long youle trie, 
Jhee can force him your foe as well as I. 

Sd, Laelius, Lselius, take a choyce troupe of hprse, 
Vnd spur to Cirta. To Massinissa thus : 
Syphax palace, crownes, spoyle, cities sacke, 
^ free to him. But if our new laugh'd friend 
Possesse that woman of so moving art. 
Charge him with no lesse waight than his deare vow. 
Our love, all faith, that he resigne her thee. 
As he shall answer Eome will give him up 

A Boman prisoner to the Senates doome : 

She is a Oarthagenian ; now our lawes 

^ise men prevent not actions, but ever cause. 
%. Gk)od malice, so, as liberty so deare 

^ve my revenge. What I cannot possesse 

-Another shall not — ^that 's some happinesse. 

[Exeunty comets flourishimj, 

V Comet* afar off sounding a charge, A Souldier wounded 
at one doore. Enter at tlie other Sophonisba, two 
Tages h^ore her with lights^ two women hearing up 
lier traine. 
^ul. Princesse, O flie ! Syphax hath lost the day, 
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And captiVd lyes. The Eoman legions 
Have seiz'd the towne, and with inveterate hate 
Make slaves, or murder all. Fire and Steele, 
» 2 o Fury and night, hold all. Faire Queene, O fly 1 
We bleed for Carthage, all for Carthage dye ! 

^ Comets Bounding a march. Enter Fages^ with 
and targets, Massinissa and Jugubth ; 
nissa's beaver shut, 

Mas. March to the pallace. 

So, What ere man thou art 
Of Lybia, thy faire armes speake ; give heart 
To amazd weaknesse ; heare her, that for long timi 
Hath scene no wished light. Sophonisba, 
A name for misery much knowne — tis she 
Intreats of thy grac'd sword this onely boone : — 
Let me not kneele to Rome ; for though no cause 
-' 2"/ Of mine deserves their hate — though Massinissa 
Be ours to heart, yet Eoman generaUs 
Make proud their triumphs, with what ever captive 
O tis a nation which from soule I feare, 
As one well knowing the much-grounded hate 
They beare to Asdruball and Carthage bloud ; 
Therefore with teares that wash thy feet, with hand 
Unusde to beg, I claspe thy manly knees, — 
O save me from their fetters and contempt, 
Their proud insults, and more then insolence ! 
^ Or, if it rest not in thy grace of breath 

To grant such freedome, give me long-wisht death ; 
For tis not now loath'd life that we doe crave, — 
Onely an imsham'd death and silent grave, 
Wee will now daine to bend for. 
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[ Kas, Earitie ! [Massinissa disarmed his head. 

r thee and this nglit hadd, thou shalt live free ! 
We cannot now be wretched. 
[Mas. Stay the sword I - 
i aianghter cease ; sounds soft as Ladas breast 

[Softmueique. 
i through all eaies. This night be loves high feast. 
Orewhelme me not with sweets ; let me not drink 
[ my breast burst. O Jove, thy necta^ skmke. 

[She sinhee inio Massinissas armes. 
Mas, She is oreoome with joy ! 
80. Help — ^help to beare 

i happinesse, ye powers I I have joy to spare, 
gh to make a god ! O Massinissa 1 
Mas. Peade! 
i silent thinking makes fall joyes increase ! 

^ Mier Lelius. 

Le. Massinissa 1 
il Mas, Lelius! 
; Le. Thine eare. 

Mas. Standoff! 

Le. From Scipio thus. By thy late vow of faith, 
And mutuall league of endless amitie, 
As thou respects his vertue, or Eomes force, 
toeliver Sophonisba to our hand. 

Mas. Sophonisba? 

Le. Sophonisba. 

So. My lord 
tiookes pab, and from his halfe-burst eyes a flame 
Df deepe disquiet breakes. The gods tume false 
hAj sad presage 1 
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Mas. SophomsbaP 
' Le. Even she. 

Mas. She kild not Scipios fiather, nor his unkle. 
Great Cneius. 

Le, Carthage did I 

Mas, To her whats Carthage ? 

Le, Know twas her father Asdruball struck off 
I ?o His fathers head. Give place to faith and fate ! 

Mas, Tis Crosse to honour. 

Le, But tis just to State ; 
So speaJceth Scipio. Doe not thou detaine 
A Bomane prisoner, due to this triumph. 
As thou shalt answer Borne and him. 

Mas, Lelius, 
Wee now are in Komes power. Lelius, 
View Massinissa doe a loathed act, 
Most sinking from that state his heart did keepe. 
; a^ o Looke, Lelius, looke, see Massinissa weepe ; 
Know I have made a vow more deare to me 
Then my soules endlesse being : shee shall rest 
Pree from Eomes bondage 1 

Le, But dost thou forget 
Thy vow, yet fresh, thus breathd : When I desist 
To be commanded by thy vertue, Scipio, 
Or fall from friend of Borne, revenging gods, 
Afl&ict me with your torture, 

Mas, Lelius, enough. 
:. fto Salute the Boman, tell him wee will act 
What shall amaze him. 

Le, Wilt thou yeeld her then ? 
, Mas, Shee shall arrive there straight. 
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Le. Best fate/ of men 
othee. 

Mas. And Sdpio. Have I liv'd, heavens ! 
!o be inforcedly perfidious ? 

So, What nnJTist griefe afflicts my worthy lord ? 
[Mas. Thank me, ye gods, with much beholdingnesse, 
lor marke I doe not corse you. 
I &. Tell me, sweet, 
Ihe cause of thy much anguish. 
1 Mas. Ha, the cause ? 

iLet's see : wre&th back thine armes, bend downe thy neck, 
hactise base prayers, make fit thy selfe for bondage. 

So. Bondage! 

Mas. Bondage — ^Boman bondage ! 

So. No, no ! -^ 

Mas. How then haye I vow'd well to Sciplo ? 
» 8o. How then to Sophonisba ?\ 

Mas* Eight;. which way ^ 
lunne mad impossible distraction. 

So. Deare lord, thy patience ; let it maze all power, 
ind list to her in whose sole it rests 
!o keepe thy faith upright. 

Mas. Wilt thou be slav'd ? 

So. No, free. 

Mas. How then keep I my faith ? 
^So. My death 
rives helpe to. all. From Some so rest we free ; 

brought to Scipio, faith is kept in thee. 

Mas. Thou darst not die — some wine, thou darst not 

1 die! 
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^ BUer m P§fe wUk m iamle afwitte. 

S». Hov Becre was I nnlo tke coiae of man ? Jcf 
Hovfike wBsIm oiiee to lisre beene g^ad. 
Hetkit neere ki^kt msf with a oonakant hee 
Coolanie Jofw frofvne. Hi^piiiesae makes us baas^t 
'Ske imie$ m kolt^ itUo mkiek MassnuBsa jnrftjNy 
Behold me, MaMinwsa, like thy seUe, 
A king and souldier ; and I pree thee keepe 
Mj last command. 

Jfin. Speake, sweet. 

So. Beare, doe not weepe. 
And now with undisnaid resdre behold. 
To save too — yon (for honour and just £nth 
Aie most tnie gods, whidi we should much adore). 
With eren disdainefbll Tigonr I giye up 
An abhord life. Tou haTe beene good to me, 

[She dm 
And I doe thanke thee, Hearen ! O my stars, 
I blesse voor goodnesse, that with breast unstain'd, 
Faith pure, a virgin wife, tiy'd to my gloiy, 
I die of female fgdth the long-liy'd stoiy ; 
Secure from bondage and all servile himnes. 
But more — most happy in my husbands armes. 

[S/tesml 

Ju, Massinissa, Massinissa ! 

Mas, Covetous 
Fame, greedy lady, could no scope of glory. 
No reasonable proportion of goodnesse. 
Fill thy great breast, but thou must prove immense 
Incomprehence in vertue? What, wouldst thou 
Not onely be admir'd, but even ador'd ? 
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glory ripe for heaven 1 Sirs, hdpe, helpe, helpe ! 
rt us to Scnpio with what speed you can, 
»T piety make haste, whilst yet we are man. 

[ExewU^ bearing Sophonisba in a chaire. 

Comets a march. Enter SciPio infuU state, tryumphaU 
ornaments carryed brfore Mm, and Syphax bound; 
at the other doore, Ljslius. 

8ci. What answers Massinissa ? Will he send 
!hat Sophonisba of so moving tongaes ? 
Le, IB'ull of dismayd unsteddinesse he stood, 
£s right hand lockt in hers, which hand he gave 
b pledge for Borne, she ever should live free. 
But when I enter'd and well urg'd this vow 
And thy conun^d, his great heiy^ sunke with shame, 
His eyes lost spirit, and his heat of life 
Senke from his face, as one that stood benumm'd, 
AH maz'd, t' effect impossibilities ; 
Jor either unto her or Sdpio 

He must breake vow. Long time he toss'd his thoughts ; 
And as you see a snow-ball being rol'd, 
At first a handfiill, yet, long bowl'd about. 
Insensibly acquires a mighty globe, — 
80 his cold griefe through agitation growes, 
And more he thinks, the more of griefe he knowes. 
At last he seem'd to yield her. 

8y. Marke, Scipio ! 
Trust him that breaks a vow ? 

Sci. How then trust thee P 

Sy. 0, misdoubt him not, when he 's thy slave like me. 



.. 
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^ Enter Massinissa, all in blacke, 

Mas, Scipid! 

Sd. Massinissa! 

Mas, Generalll 

Sci, King! 
ISo Mas, Lives there no mercy for one soule of Carthage^' 
But must see basenesse ? 

Sci, Wouldst thou joy thy peace, 
Deliver Sophonisba straight and cease ; 
Do not graspe that which is too hot to hold. 
We grace thy griefe, and hold it with soft sense ; 
Injoy good courage, but Voyd insolence. 
I teU thee Eome and Scipio daigne to beare 
So low a brest, as for her say, we feare. 

Mas, Doe not, doe not; let not the fright of nations 
1:^0 Know so vile tearmes. She rests at thy dispose. 

Sy. To my soule joy. Shall Sophonisba then 
With me goe bound, and wayt on Scipio's wheele ? 
When th' whole world 's giddy, one man cannot reele. 

Mas, Starve thy leane hopes ; and, Eomans, now behold 
A sight would sad the gods, make Phoebus cold. 

^ Organe and recorders play to a single voice. Enter « 
the meane time the moumefull solemnity of Massi- 
mssA.*s presenting Sophonisba*s body, 

Looke, Scipio, see what hard shift we make 

To keep our vowes. Here, take, I yield her thee ; 

And Sophonisba, I keep vow, thou art still free. 

Sy. Burst, my vext heart: the torture that mostwracke! 
' '^■=» An enemy is his foes royall acts. 
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hi. The ^ory of thy Tertue live for ever ; 
ve hearts may be obscur'd, but extinct never. 

[Scipio adame$ Massinissa. 
ce from the General! of Borne this crowne, 
LB roabe of trymnph, and this conquests wreath, 
is scepter, and this hand, for ever breath, 
mee very xninion ! live worth thy fame, 
farre fromfaintings as from now base name. 
Mas, Thou whom, like sparkling steel, the stroks of 

chance 
ide hard and firme, and like to wild-fire tum'd, 
e more cold fete, the more thy vertue bum'd, 
td in whole seas of nus^es didst flame — 
L thee, lov'd creaiture of a deathlesse fame, 

[Massinissa adomes Sophonisba. 
st all myhonour. thou foe whom I drinke 
deep of ^riefe, that he must onely thinke, 
t dare to^speake, that would expresse my woe ; 
all rivers murmure, deep gulfes silent flow ; 
griefe is here, not here; heave gently then, 
mens right wonder, and just shame of men. 

[Uxeunf. 
CarneU a ihort floumh, 

Manet Massinissa. 






EPILOGUS. 



AND now with lighter passion, though just feaie, 
-^^ I change my person, and doe hither beare 
Anothers voice, who with a phrase as weake 
As his deserts, now will'd me for him speake : 

If words well sens'd, best suting subject grave, 
Noble true story may once boldly crave 
Acceptance gracious ; if he whose fires 
Envy not others, nor himselfe admires ; 
If sceanes exempt from ribaldry or rage 
Of taxings indiscreet, may please the stage ; — 
If such may hope applause, he not commands, 
Yet craves as due the justice of your hands. 
But freely he protests, how ere it is — 
Or well, or ill, or much, not much amisse — 
With constant modesty he doth submit 
To all, save those that have more tongue then w^^' 
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WHAT YOU WILL. 
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INDUCTION. 

Before the musicke sounds far the ActCy enter Atticus, 
D0RICU8, and Phylomuse ; they sit a good while 
on the Stage before the candles are lighted, talking 
together y and on suddeine DoRicus speakes: 

^ Enter Tier-man with lights. 




EIE, some lights ! Sirs, fie ! let there 
be no deeds of darknesse done among 
us. I — so, so, pree thee, Tyer-man, set 
Sineor Snuffe a fier : he 's a chollerick 
entleman; he will take pepper in the nose instantly; 
jare not. Fore Heaven, I wonder they toUerate him so 
tere the stage. 

P%. Faith, Doricus, thy braine boiles ; keele it, keele 
it, OT all the fatt 's in the fire ; in the name of Phcebus, 
what merry genius haunts thee to-day? Thy lips play 
with feathers. 

^or. Troth, they should pick straws before they should 
be idle. 
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AUL But wliy — tut why dooal tkou wonder they, 
suifer Snuffe so neere tlie stage ? 

Dor, O, well recaJd; many, Sir Sineor Siiuffe, % 
sieur MeWj and Cavaliero Biirt^ are tliree of the rail 
bee fear'd auditors that ever 

Fhy. Pish ! for shame I stint thy idle chatte, 

Bor, Nay, dieame what-so-ere your Ikntaaiie Wfni 
on, FhylOmuse j I protest, in the Ioto you have pl?o< 
mee to heare your friend the author, I am vehemj 
fearefull thb threefold halter of contempt that ck 
the breath of witte, these aforesaid tria mmt &n 
knights of the meawj will sitt heaiie on the skirtea oi 
sce^ines^ if 

P%. If what? Beleeve it, Doricus, his spirit 
Is higher hlouded then to quake and paot 
At the report of Skoffes artillery. 
Shall he be creast^falne, if some looser brame. 
In flux of witte uncively befilth 
His alight composuTes ? Shall his bosome fainl^ 
If drunken Censure belch out aower breath 
From Hatreds surfet on his labours front ? 
Kay, say some halfe a dozen rancorous breasts 
Should plant them -selves on purpose to disdiarge 
Impoathum*d malice on his latest aceane, 
8ball his resolve be struck tliiough with the blirt 
Of a goose breath ? TVTiiit imperfect borne. 
What shorii-liv*d meteor ; what cold-harted snow 
Would melt m dolor ; cloud his mudded eyes, 
Sinck downe his jawe», if that some juicles husk, 
Some boundlesae ignorance^ sljould on sudden shook 
His grosae knobM burbolt with — " Thats not so good^ 
MeWj blirt, h&^ ha, light chaHy stuff 1" 
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1^9 gentle spirits, wliat loose waving fane, ' 
^ any thi]^, would thus be skru'd abont 
Hb eadbi sHglit touch of od phantasmatas P 
S let the feeble palseid lamer joynts 

BSie on opinions crutches ; let the 

Dor. Nay, nay, nay. Heavens my hope, I cannot 

smoth this stndne ; 
Itta deaths I cannot. What a leaprous humor 
|Mks from ranke swelling of these bubbling wits ? 
m oat up-pont, 1 wonder what tite braine, 
hmg in this custome to mainetaine contempt 
nnst common censuie ; to give stiffe counter buffes, 
i crack rude skome even on the very face 
If better audience. Slight, ist not odious ? 
fhy, harke you, honest, honest Phylomuse 
Toa that indeavor to indeere our thoughts 
b the composers spirit), hold this firme : 
Kosike and poetry were first approved 
By common scence ; and that which pleased most. 
Held most allowed passe : not rules of art 
Were shapt to pleasure, not pleasure to your rules ; 
Thinke you, if that his sceanes tooke stampe in mint 
Of three or foure deem'd most juditious, 
It must inforce the world to currant them. 
That you must spit defiance on dislike P 
Kow, as I love the light, were I to passe 
Through publick verdit, I should feare my forme. 
Least ought I offerd were unsquard or warp'd. 
"The more we know, the more we know we want : 
What bayard boulder then the ignorant P 
Sleeve me, Phylomuse, ifaith thou must, 
^ hest best seale qf mt is wits distrust" 
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Fhy, Nay, gentle Doricus. 

Dor, He here no more of him; nay, and your fiia 
the author, the composer, the What Tou Will, seemes 
faire in his owne glasse, so straight in his owne mi 
that hee talkes once of squinting critickes, drunken oei 
sure, splay-footed opinion ; juicles huskes, I ha done wil 
him ; I ha done with him. 

Phy. Pew, nay then 

Dor, As if any such unsanctified stuffe could finde 
beeiDg monge these ingenuous breasts. 

Atti, Come, let passe, let passe; lets see what 
must cloath our eares. What 's the plaies name ? 

Fhy. What Tou WiU. 

Dor. 1st commedy, tragedy, pastorall, moraJl, noo' 
tumal, or historic ? 

Fhy, Faith, perfectly neither, but even What You Will, 
— a slight toye, lightly composed, to swiftly finisht, ill 
plotted, worse written, I feare me worst acted, and indeed 
What You Will. 

Dor, Why, I like this vaine well now. 

Atti, Com€, wee straine the spectators patience in 
delaying their expected deHghtes. Lets place our 
selves within the curtaines, for good faith the stage is 
so very little, we shaU wrong the generall eye els very 
much. 

Fhy, If youle stay but a little, He accompany you ; I 
have ingag'd my selfe to the author to give a kind of in- 
ductive speech to his commedy. 

Atti, Away ! you neglect your selfe, a gentleman 

Fhy, Tut, I have vow'd it ; I am double charg'd ; go 
of as 't twil. He set fire to it. 

Dor, He not stand it; may chance recoile, and be not 
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til «alte-peeter : well, marke the report ; marke 

t. 

!^ay, pree thee stay, slid the female presence ; the 

a ; the women will put me out. 

^d they strive to put thee out ; doe thou indevor 

em. 

[n good faith, if they put thee out of countenance, 

out of patience, and hew their eares with hack* 
rfect utterance. 

joe, stand to it ; shew thy selfe a tall man uf thy 
make an honest legge; put off thy cap with 

carriage : and so we leave thee to the kinde 
1 and most respected auditors. 

[Exeunt, remanet tantum Phyloniusiis, 
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PROLOGUS. 

NO E labours hee the favor of the rude, 
Nor offers sops unto the Stigian dogge, 
To force a scilence in his viperous toungs ; 
Nor cares he to insinuate the grace 
Of loath'd detraction, nor persues the love 
Of the nice criticks of this squeamish age ; 
Nor strives he to beare up with every saile 
Of floting censure ; nor once dreads or cares 
What envious hand his guiltles muse hath struck ; 
" Sweet breath from tainted stomacks who can suck?*' 
But to the faire proportioned loves of witte. 
To the just skale of even, paized thoughts ; 
To those that know the pangs of bringing forth 
A perfect feature ; to their gentle mindes. 
That can as soone slight of as finde a blemish ; 
To those as humbly lowe as to their feete 
I am obliged to bend — ^to those his muse 
Makes solemne honour for their wish'd delight. 
He vowes industrious sweat shall pale his cheeke, 
But heele glose up sleeke objects for their eyes ; 
For those he is asham'd, his best's too badd, 
A silly subject too too simply cladd. 
Is all his present, all Ms ready pay 
For many many debts. Give further day. 
He give a proverbe, — Sufferance giveth ease : 
So you may once be pai'd, — we once may please. 

[Ex 




ACTUS PRIMUS. 




SCENA PRIMA, 

Wnter Quadsatus, Vbtlv^ following him with a lute; 
a Fage going brfore Quadbatus with a torch, 

0, 1 beseech you. Sir, reclaime his wits ; 

My masters mad, starke mad, alasse! 
for love. [for hate, 

Qua, For love ? Nay, and he be not mad 
I »niable fortune. I tell thee, youth, 
jht rare and geason. Strang ? Mad for love 1 
»how me him ; He give him reasons straight — 
forcible, so all invincible, 
at it shaU drag love out. Eun mad for love ? 
lat mortally exsistes, on which our hearts 
3uld be inamored with such passion ? 
r love ? Come, Phylus ; come, lie chaung his fate ; 
steed of love. He make him mad for hate, 
t, troth, say what straines his madnesse of? 
Ph^. Phantasticall. 

^ua. Immure him ; skonce him ; barrecadoe him int. 
3uitasticaU mad ! thrice blessed heart I 
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Why liarke, good PhyluB (0 that tLy narrow aence 

Could but contame me now), all tlmt exists 

Takes valuation from oppinion. 

A giddy mimon now. Pish 1 thy tast u dnB, 

And canst not rellisk me. Come ; where 'a lacomo ? 

^ Elder liCOBi o, uni^raeed^ and eareiea dresL 

Fhff. Loote, where he coms. O map of boundles 

laco. Yon gleame is day j darknes, sleepe, and fear^ 
Breameaj and the ugly visions of the night. 
Are beate to heU by the bright pal me of light ; 
Now roraea the swaiuej and whisaelb up the mome : 
Deepe silence brcakea ; aU things start up with light. 
Only my hart, that endles night and day, 
Lies bed-red, crippeld by coy Lucea* 

Qm. There *3 a straine, law. 
Nayi now I see hee \ raadde most palpable j 
He speakes like a player i hah ! poetic^. 

laCQ* The wanton spring lyes dallying with the earf 
And powers fresh blond in her decayed vaines ; 
Fjooke how the new sapt branches are in childe 
With tender infants ; how the sunne djawcs out, 
And shapes their moystnre into thousand formes 
Of sprouting buddea j all things that show or breath 
Are now instamM, saving my wretched brest. 
That is eternally congeald with ice 
Of froz'd di^paire, Ceha I eoy, to nice. 

Qua. Still, saunce question, mad ? 

laco. where doth piety and pitty rest ? 

QiwflE. Fetch cordes; he's irrecoverable; madjKinke 
He caUs for strange chymeras, fictions. 
That have no being 3inoe the curse of death 
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tfirowne on man. Pitty and piety, 

e daine converse with them ? Aks ! vaine head ; 

and piety are long since dead. 

;o. Eoine to channoe, and all that strive to stand 

swolne GOIOSSQ0 on her tottering base. 

ne is blinde — 

a. You lye! you lye I 

but a mad man would terme fortune blind. 

can shee see to wound desert so right, 

n the speeding place ? to girt lend browes 

honord wreath? Ha 1 Fortune blinde ? Away ! 

can she, hud-winkt, then so rightly see 

irve rich worth and glut iniquitie ? 

o, O love ! 

%, Love ! Hang love. 

he abject out-cast of the world. 

all things ; hate the world, thy selfe, all men ; 

knowledge ; strive not to be over-wise : 

w distruction into Paradise. 

honor, vertue ; they are baites 

tice mens hopes to sadder fates. 

beautie : every ballad-monger 

ry his idle foppish humor. 

riches : wealthes a flattering Jacke ; 

s to face, mewes hind thy backe. 

at is poore is firmely sped ; 

^er shall be flattered. 

nges are error, durt and nothing, 

it with want, or gorg'd to lothing. 

»nely hate ; affect no higher 

iraise of Heaven, wine, a fire ; 
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Suck up thy dales in silent breath, 
When their snuffs out, come Sinior Death, 
Now, Sir, adieu, runne mad and 'twilt. 
The worst is this, my rimes but spilt. 

laco. Thy rimes are spilt; who would not run ranke m 
To see a wandring French man rivall, nay. 
Out-strip my sute ? He kist my Celias cheeke. 

Qua, Why, man, I saw my dog even kisse thy Ge 
Hppes. 

loco. To-morrow mome they goe to wed. 

Qua, Well then I know 
Whether to-morrow night they goe. 

loco. Say quick. 

Qua. To bed. 

loco, I will invoke the triple Heccate, 
Make charmes as potent as the breath of fate. 
But He confound the match 1 

Qua, Nay, then, good day ; 
And you be conjuring, once He slink away. 

[Exit Quadra 

loco. Boy, could not Orpheus make the stones 
daunce? 

Fhy, Yes, Sir. 

laco. Bir Lady, a sweete touch. Did he not b 
Euridice out of hell with his lute ? 

Phy, So they say, Sir. 

laco. And thou chanst bring Celias head out of 
window with thy lute. Well, hazard thy breath. Lc 
Sir, heares a ditty. 

Tis fouly writ, slight wit, cross'd here and there. 
But where thou findst a blot, their fall a teare. 
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The Song. 
Fie ! Peacey peace, peace / it hath no passion int. 
O melt thy breath in fluent sqfter tunes. 
That every note may seeme to tricle doume 
lAke sad tUsti^ny teares, and make — God f 
Thai I were but a poet, now fexpresse my thoughts. 
Or a musOian but to sing my thoughts. 
Or any thing but what I am. Sing*t ore once more, 
j^y yfeqfes a bounces sea that hath no shore. 

[Hee singes, and is answered ; from above a willow 
garland isfloung downe, and the songe ceaseth. 
\ this my favor P Am I crown'd with skome ? 
hen thus I manmnit my slav'd condition. 
<elia, but heare me execrate thy love. 
Jy Heaven, that once was consious of my love ; 
&y an that is, that knowes my all was thiae, 
Iwifl perseu with detestation; 
Biwart without stretched vehemence of hate, 
% wished Hymen. I will craze my braine, 
[te aH disceaver all. Thy hopes imite : 
nbat rage so violent as love tum'd spight ? 

f Enter Bakdolfo and Andeea, with a supplication, 



Ran. Humbly complayning, kissing the hands of your 
melence, your pore orators Eandolfo afid Andrea be- 
leeeheth, forbidding of the dishoTwrd match of their neece 
[}elia, widdow, to their brother 

) twill do ; twill do ; it can not chuse but doe. 
And, What should one say? — ^what should one do now ? 
Umphl 
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If she do match with yoa same wandring knight, 
SHrc *3 but undone ; her estimation, wealth 

lam. Nay, Sir, her estimations moimted up. 
She shall be Iadi*d and sweete-madam'd now. 

Ran. Be ladiM ? Ha l ha I O, could she but 
Tlie hoTiord port of her deceased love ! 
But thiake whose wife she was. God wot no knights 
But one (that title of) was even a Prince, 
A Sultune SoUyman ; thrice was he made. 
In tlangerons armes, Venice providetore. 

And. lie was a merchant ; hut so bounteous. 
Valiant, wise, leamecl, all so absoliite. 
That naughts was valewed praisfuli excellent. 
Rut ill it was he most praisfuli esicellent. 

Ifjcn. 0, 1 shall nere forget how he went doathU 
He would maintaine 't aJ^ase ill-us'd fashion 
To hiiul a mai'cbant to the sullen habit 
Of precbe black ; cheefly in Venice atate^ 
Wliere marchanta guOt the top ; 
And tiierefore sho^dd yon have him passe the biidfe 
lip the Eialto like a soldier 
(As still hee stood a po testate at sea). 

Ran, In a black hever felt, ash-colour pkine, 
A Florentine doth-of-sOyer jerkin, sleeves 
White satteE cut on tiosell, then long stoeke, 
OGod! 

Iq€q, Prench paines irahroder'd, gold-smithcs ^oil 
Me tkinkes I see him now how he would walke ; 
With what a jolly presence he would pace 
Bound the Bialto. Well^ hee *s soone forgot ; 
A straggling Sir in his rich bed must sleepe. 
Which if I can not crosse lie curse and weepe. 
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kail I be plaine as truth P I love your sister : 
[y educaticm, birth, and wealth deserves her ; 
have no crosse, no rub to stop my sute, 
nt Lavardur's a knight that strikes all mute. 

And. I, ther 's the divill, she must be ladi'd now. 

loco. O ill-nurs'd custome! no soner is the wealthy 
[is wife left great in fiiire possessions, [marchant dead, 
»ut giddie rumor graspes it twixt his teeth, 
Lud shakes it bout our eares. Then thether flock 
L rout of erased fortunes, whose crakt states 
rape to be sodderd up by the rich masse 
)f the deceased labores, and now and then 
lie troupe of / beseech afid protest y 
ittd beleeve it, sweete, is mix'd with two or three 
lopefuQ, well-stockt, neat-dothed cytizens. 

Ban, But as we see the sonne of a divine 
^Idome proves preacher, or a lawiers sonne 
-larely a pleader (for they strive to run 
^ various fortune from their aunoestors), 
V) tis right geason for the marchantes widow 
Co be the cytizens lov'd second spouse. 

laco. Variety of objectes please us still ; 
)ne dish, though nere so cookt, doth quickly fill; 
^hen diverse cates the pallats sence delight, 
V.iid with fresh tast creates new appetite ; 
Hierefore my widdow she casheers the blackes, 
^orsweares, tumes of the furd-gownes, and survaies 
I^e bedrowle of her sutors, thinkes and thinkes, 
Vnd straight her questing thoughts springs up a knight ; 
lave after then amaine, the gam 's a foote, 
The match dapt up ; tut, tis the knight must do 't ! 

Ran. Then must my pretty peate be fan'd and coach'd ? 
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Ia4M, Mnffd, mask'd, and ladled, with my more \ 
most sweete madam. 
Bnt how long doth this perfume of sweete mfl/iam lasi 
Faith, tis bat a wash sent. My riotons sir 
Begimies to cradc gestes on his ladies front, 
Tooches her new-stampt gentry, takes a gkit, 
Keepes oate, abandons home, and spends and spends, 
Tin stock be melted ; then sir takes np heere. 
Takes up there, till no where ooght is left. 
Then for the Low Countries, hay for the French ; 
And so (to make up rime) god night, sweete woich. 

TLbm. By blessednesse weele stop this fatall lot. 

I(uo. But how ? But how ? 

Ban, Why, stay, lets thinke a plot. 

Jnd. Was not Albano Beletzo honorable rich ? 

Ean. Not peer'd in Venice, for birth, fortune, lore. 

Jnd. Tis skaroe three monthes since fortune gave 1 
dead. 

"Ran. In the blacke fight in the Venetian gulfe. 

Jnd. You hold a truth. 

Ran. Now what a gigglet is this Celia ? 

Jnd. To match so suddaine, so unworthely ? 

Ban. Why, she might have 

Jnd. Who might not Celia have ? 
The passionate inamord lacomo. 

laco. The passionate inamord lacomo. 

Jnd. Of honord linage, and not meanly rich. 

Ban. The sprightfiill Fiso, the great Florentine, 
Aurelius Tuber. 

Jnd. And to leave these all, 
And wed a wandring knight, Sir Laverdore, 
A God knowes what ? 
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. Ram. Brother, she shall not. Shal our blood be moun- 
^d with the cormption of a stragling French ? 

And. Saint Marke, she shall not. 

loco. She shall not, fathers, by our brother soules. 

Ran. Good day. 

loco. Wish me good day ? It stands in idle stead \ 
My Gelias lost ! all my good dales are dead ! 

\The comets sound a flourish. 
Harke, Lorenzo Celso, the loose Yipice Duke 
Is going to bed ; tis now a forward mome. 
For he take rest. strange transformed sight, * 

When princes make night day, the day there night ! 

And. Come, wede petidon him. 

I<ico. Away! Away! 
He skomes all plaints ; makes jest of serious sute. 

Ban» Fall out as 't twill, I am resolved to do 't. 

^ The comets sound. 
^ Enter the Duke coppUd with a Lady ; two cooples more 
foUh them, the men having tobacco-pipes in their hands, 
the woemen sitt; they daunce a round. The petition is 
delivered up by Eandolfo; the Duke lightes his 
tobacco-pipe with it, and goes out dauncing. 

Ban. Saint Marke ! Saint Marke ! 

laco. Did not I tell you, loose no more rich time ; 
What can one get but mier from a swine ? 

And. Lets worke a crosse ; weele fame it all aboute 
The French mans gelded. 

Ran. thats absolute. 

loco. Fie ont ! Away ! She knowes to well tis false. 
I feare it to well. No, no, I hav 't will strongly doe 't. 
^0 knowes Francisco Soranza ? 
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Ran. Pish! pish! Why, what of him P 

loco. Is he not wondrous like your deoea'sd 
Albano? 

And, Exceedingly ; the strangest, neerly like 
In voice, in gesture, face, in 

Ban. Nay, he hath Albanos imperfection too. 
And stuttes when he is vehemently mov'd. 

loco. Observe me, then ; him would I have disguised, 
Most perfect, like All^o ; giving out, 
Albano sav'd by swimming (as in faith 
Wis knowne he swome most strangely) ; rumor him 
This mome arriv'd in Venice, heere to lurke. 
As having heard the for-ward nuptials ; 
T' observe his wifes most infamous lewd hast. 
And to revenge 

Ran, I hav 't, I hav 't, I hav 't ; 'twill be invincible. 

loco. By this meanes now some little time we catch ; 
For better hopes at least disturbe the match. 

And, He to Francisco. 

Ran, Brother Adrian, 
You have our brothers picture ; shape him to it. 

And. Precise in each but tassell ; feare it not. 

Ran, Saint Marke then prosper once our hopefiill plot. 

loco. Good souLes, good day ; I have not slept last ni^t» 
He take a nap : then pell meU broach all spight. 

[Exemi 
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ACTUS SECUNDUS. 

SCENA PEIMA. 

Oneknockes: Layebdure drawes thecurtaines; ntting 
on his bed, ajpparaUing himselfe; Ais trunke of ap- 
pamile standing by him. 

[0! Bydett, lackey. 
Byd. Sinior? 

JEnter Bydett^ mth water and a tawelL 

Lao, See who knocks. Looke, you boy ; perase their 
ibits ; retume p^ect notice. La la, ly ro ! 

[JSant Bydett, and retumes presently. 
Byd. Qnadratos. 

Lav. Quadratus, nu>r Dieu, ma vie ! I lay not at my 
dging to night. He not see him now, on my soule: 
se *s in his old perpetuana sute. I am not within. 
Byd. He is faire, gallant, rich, neate as a bride-groome, 
esh as a new-minted six-pence; with him Lampatho 
oria, Symplidns Faber. 
Imo. And in good clothes ? 
Byd. Accoutred worthy a presence. 
Lav. Tides so : my gold-wrought wast-coate and night- 
tp. Open my trunk : lay my richest sute on the top, 
y velvet slippers, doth-of-gold gamashes : where are my 

oth-of-silver hose P lay them 

Bi/d, At pawne, Sir. 
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Xflp, No, Sir ; I do not bid you lay tUem at paTi 

B^d. No, Sir, you need not, for tliey are tliere \ 

Lav. Mor du, garsmw / Set my ricliest gloveSj 

hatts, just in the way of their eyes. So let them mi 

aerve mee withall dutious respect : let them in, 

^ Enter Quadratus, Lamfatho Dobia, md 
SiMPLicius Fabbk. 

^a, Phoehua, Phoebe, simne, moonej and seamen i 
make thee the dilling of fortune, my sweet LaYerdtunejl 
rich Frencli bloud. Ha yee, deere rogue, hast any pud 
tobacco ? 

Lam. Good morroWa Sinior, 

Bim, Mounsieiur Laverduie, do you see that gentlen 
Hee goes but iu black sattiu, as yon see, but, by Hell 
hee hath a cloth of tissue wit* Hee breakes a jest j 
heele raile against the courttil, the galknts. God 1 
is very Nectar; if yon but sip of his love, you weiei< 
mortall, I must needes make you kDowne to him; Dfil 
duce your lore with deere regarde, Sinior LampatJ: 
heer 's is a Freucli gentleman, Mounsieur Laverduie, < 
traveUeTj a beloved of Heaven, courts your acquaintauce. 

Lam. SjTj I protest I not onely take distinct notice ( 
your deere rarities of exterior presence, but also I prote 
I am most vehemently inamor'dj and veiy passionate 
doate on your inward adomements and habilities of i 
I protest I shall be proud to doe you most obseqii 
Yass^age. 

Qiia, Is not this raifij now? NoWj by GorgoEs liedi 
I gapcj and ara struck sttffe in wonderment 
At sight of these strange beasts. Tou chamblet youti* 
Symplidus Paber^ that hennaphi'odite. 
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^ pale, ^t bastard moungerell soule, 
t but admiration and applause ; 
Lampatho Doria, a fustie caske, 
) mouldy cnstomes of hoary eld ; 
but speake, O tones of heaven it selfe 1 
once write, Jesn admirable ! 
b Symplieias. Then Lampatho spittes, 
s, faith 'tis good. But, 0, to marke yon thing : 
) imite acquaintance to his Mend, 
is praises, and indeere his worth 
es all as formally trickt forth 
ip of a dedicatorie epistle. 
, to view Lampatho : he protests, 
and vowes such suddeine heate of love, 
iwere warmth inough of mirth to drie 
;lesse teares of old Heraditus,— » 
^obe to laugh ! 

I protest I shall bee proud to give you proofe 1 
lost religious affiance.with your love. 
N^ay> gentle Sinior. 

Let mee not live els. I protest I will straine my 
jineus in strengthning your pretious estimate ; I 
'. will do all rights in aU good offices that friend- 
touch, or amplest vertue deserve. 
I protest, beleeve him not ; He beg thee, Laverdure, 
►nceal'd ideot, if thou credit him ; 
hyena, and with civitt scent 
mi'd words, drawes to make a prey 
jhter of thy credit, this bote crackling love, 
.seth on an instant, flames me out 
east puffe of kindnesse, with protest, protest, 
dread these hotte protests, that presse, 
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Come on so fast. No, no \ sway, away t 
You are a conunon friend, or will betray. 
Let me clip amity tii&t 's got with siite ; 
1 hate this whorish love that ^s prostitute. 

Lav, Home on my tailor ! could he not brmg hon 
My sattiu taffeta or tissue sute* 
But I must needs bee doatla'd in wolfcn thus ? 
Bydettj what aayes he for my silver hose, 
And prim-TOse sattin <loubJet P Goda my life ! 
Gives he no more observauee to my body ? 

Lam, O, in that last sute, gentle Laverdure, 
Tisite my lodging. By AppoHos front. 
Do but inquire my name, straight theile say, 
Lampatho sutes bun-selfe in such a hose, 

Sim^ Marke that, Qnadratus, 

Lam^ Consorts him-selle with such a doublet, 

Sim. Good, good, good I O Jcsn ! admirabfc. 

Lm. La la, ly ro, Sir \ 

Lam. Pallas 1 Qumbratus, harke I harke * 
compleat phantasma^ a most ridicdoim huraor ; pree^ 
shoote him tkrongh and through vnth a jest ; mske ' 
lye by the lee, thou Basiiisco of witte. 

Sim. O Jesu 1 admirably well spoken; angclicall tong^ 

Qm, Gnathonicail coxcombc ! 

Lam, Nay, pre-thee, fut, feere not, he 's no ed|ge*^ 
you may jest with him* 

Sim. No edge-toole. Oh t 

Qua* Tones of heaven Jt selfe. 

Sim, Tones of heaven it selfe. 

Qua. By blessednesse, I thought so. 

Lam^ Nay, when ? when ? 

§««i, W}iy, thou pole-head! thou lanns! thou 
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protest! thou eare-wig, that wrigglest into mens 
(! thou durty cur, that be-mierst with thy fawn- 

f\ thou 

LoM. Obscure me I or 

Qm. Synior Layerdure, by the hart of an honest man, 
Ids Jebusite — ^this, confusion to him — this worse then I 
lire to name — ^abuseth thee most incomprehensibly. Is 
Ids your protest of most obsequious yassalage P Protest 
10 straine your utmost summe, your most 

Lam. So Phoebus warme my braine, Be rime thee dead. 
EdOoke for the satyre : if all the sower juice 
"X a tart braine can sowse thy estimate, 
De pickle thee. 

Qua. Ha I he mount Chirall on the wings of fame ! 
k horse ! a horse I My kingdom for a horse t 
Looke the, I speake play scrappes, Bydet, De downe, 
3ing, sing; or stay, weele quaffe, or any thing. 
BiTO, Saint Marke, lets talke as losse as ayre ; 
[Jn-wind youthes couUors, display our selves, 
80 that yon envy-statued curre may yealpe 
And spend his chappes at our phantasticknessc. 
Sim. O Lord Quadratus ! 

Qua. Away, idolater ! Why, you Don Kynsayder ! 
Thou canker-eaten rusty curre ! thou snaffle 
Xo freer spirits ! 

Xhink'st thou, a libertine, am ungiv'd breast, 
Skomes not the shackles of thy envious clogges, 
You will traduce us imto publicke skome ? 
Lam. By this hand I wiU. 
Qnta. A faotra for thy hand, thy heart, thy braine ; 
Thy hate, thy malice, envie, grinning spight 
Shall a jfree-bome, that holdes antypathy 
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Lam. Antypathy \ 

Qtm* 1, antypatliy ! 
A native hate unto the tnirse of man ! bare-pated semtttd 
Quake at the frownea of a x"a^g*d satyrist — 
A Bkrubbing raikr, whose course hardened fortune^ 
Grating his Mde, gauLbg his statued ribsj 
Sittea houhng at deserta more battle fate — 
Who oat of dungeon of his black dispairs, 
Skonles at the fortune of the fairer merit. 

Lav. Tut via 1 Let all runne gKb and square. 

Q«ffl. Uds futt I Hee cogges and cheatcs yonr shapl 
My spleen 's a fiie in the heate of hate ; [thonghte 

I beare these gnate, that humme aboute our eares, 
And striige-blister our credit's in obscnred shades. 

Lav. Pewie bougra 1 La, K la I Tit \ Shaugh 1 
Shall I forbeare to caper, sing, or vault P 
To weare fresh cloathes, or weare perfumed sweetea ? 
To trick my face, or glory in my fate P 
T* abandon naturall propensitudes ? 
My fancies humor ?— for a sti^Pe-joyntedj 
Tattr'd, naaty, taber-fac'd Puh, la, la, ly ro \ 

Qua. Kow, by thy ladies cheeke, I honor thee. 
My rich free blond. my deere libertine ! 
I could suck the jmcCj the sirrop of thy lippe, 
For thy most generous thonght 1 — my Elysium ! 

Lam. Oj siTj you are so sqftare, you skome repooie^ 

Qua>, No, sir ; should discreete Mastigophoros^ 
Or the deere spirit acute Canaidus 
(That Aretine, that most of me belov'd. 
Who in the rich eateeme I prize his soulej 
I terme my selfe) ; should these once menace mcj 
Or curbe my humors with well-govem'd check, 
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should with most industrious regard, 
'bserve, abstaine, and curbe my skipping lightnesse ; 
^ when an arrogant, od, impudent, 
'. bkshles fore-head, only out of scence 
I Ms owne wants, baules in malignant questing 
t others meanes of waving gallantry, — 
ight foutra ! 

Lam, I raile at none, you well-squar'd Syneor. 
Qua- 1 can not tell ; tis now growne fashion, 
liats out of railyng 's out of fashion, 
man can skarce put on a tuckt-up cap, 
buttou'd firizado sute, skarce eate good meate, 
nehovesy caviare^ but hee 's satyred 
ad term'd phantasticall. By the muddy spawne 
f slymie neughtes, when troth, phantasticknesse — 
bat which the naturall sophysters tearme 
lawtuda mcomplexa — is a function 
TOU of the bright immortal part of man. 
is the common passe, the sacred dore, 
ato the prive chamber of the soule ; 
lat bar'd, nought passeth past the baser court, 
r outward scence by it th' inamorate 
ost lively thinkes he sees the absent beauties 
I Ms loy'd mistres ; 
If it we shape a new creation 
f things as yet unbome ; l^ it wee feede 
m ravenous memory, our intention feast ; 
lid lie thats not phantasticall 's a beast. 
Lam, Most phantasticall protection of phantasticknesse. 
Im, Faith, tis good. 

ft«a. So 't be phantastical tis wits life bloud. 
Lav, Come, Sinior, my legges are girt. 
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Qua, Phantastically ? 

Lav. After a spetiall humor, a new cut. 

Qwa. Why, then, tis rare, tis excellent. Uds fut ! 
And I were to be hangd I would be chokt 
Phantastically. He can skarce be sav'd 
Thats not phantasticall : I stand ferme to it. 

Lav, Nay, then, sweete sir, give reason. Come on: wh 

Qua. .Tis hell to runne in common base of men. 

Lav, Hast not runne thy selfe out of breath, bulky! 

Qua, And I have not jaded thy eares more then I hi 
tierd my tongue, I could runne discourse, put him oul 
his full pace. 

I could poer speech till thou crid'st ho ! but troth, 
I dread a glut ; and I confesse much love 
To freer gentry, whose pert agill spirits 
Is t'o much frost-bit, numb'd with il-straind snibbes, 
Hath tender-reach'd my speech. By Brutus bloud. 
He is a turfe that will be slave to man ; 
But he 's a beast that dreades his mistresse fanne. 

Lav. Come, all merth and solace, capers, healthes, a 
whiffes; 
To-morrow are my nuptialls celebrate. 
All friends, all friends ! 

Lam. I protest 

Qua, Nay, leave protestes ; pluck out your snarli 
phanges. When thou hast meanes, be phantasticall t 
sociable. Goe to : heres my hand ; and you want fcfl 
shillings, I am your Maecenas, though not Atavii td 
regibiLS. 

Lam. Why, content, and I protest 

Qua. He no protest. 

Lam. Well, and I doe not leave these fopperies, ( 
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end me fortie ahilHiigs, and ther 's my hand : I im- 

j you — love you — ^nay^ adore thee ; for, by the juice 

orm-woode, thoa hast a bitter braine ! 

la. You, Sini^lieiiis P Wouk leaye^nt staring fellow, 

iration, and adoration of thy acquaintanoe, wilt ? A 

le ! out ; tis odious. Too eager a defence argues a 

g opposition ; and to vehement a praise drawes a sus- 

1 of others worthy disparigement. 

apers to bright day, it ill befittes ; 

I wines can vent themselves, and not good wittes. 

n, Grood truth, I love you ; and with the grace of 

en, lie be very civell and 

la, Phantastiadl. 

n. He be some thing ; I have a conceald humore Iti 

md twere broachd twold spurt yfaith. 

ui. Come then, Saint Marke, lett's be as light as aire. 

esh and jocond as the brest of May. 

e thee, good French knight, good plump-cheekt chub, 

le some French passage. Come, lets see thy vaine— 

ices, sceanes, and songs, royall intertaine. 

t?. Petite lacque, page, page, Bydett, sing 1 

it the French jerk — quick, spart, lightly — ha ! 

hers a tume unto my Lucea 1 

\a. Stand stiffe ! ho, stand ! take footing Krrri<- 1 

stand sure ! 

f thou fall before thy mistres, 

nan-hod's dam'd. Stand firme ! Ho 1 good 1 so, «o ! 

The Daunce and Song. 

r. -Come, now, via aloune to CeUa. 

a. Stay, take an old rime first ; though dry and leane, 

serve to close the stomake of the sceane. 
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Lav. This is thy humor to berime us still ; 
Never so slightly pleas'd, but out they flie. 

Qua. They are mine owne, no gleaned poetry ; 
My fashions knowne. Out, rime ; takt as you list : 
A fico for the sower browd Zoilist ! 

Mmicky tobacco, sack, and slee^. 

The tide of sorrow backward keepe. 

If thou art sad at others fate, 

Bivo, drinhe deepe, give care the nude. 

Onus the end of time is come, 

Fondfeare of that we cannot shun ; 

Whilst quickest sence doth freshly last. 

Clip time aboute, hug pleasure fast. 

The sisters ravell out our twine. 

He that knows littl 's most demne. 

Error deludes; whole beate this hence, 

Naughtes knowne but by exterior sence. 

Let glory blason others deede. 

My bloud then breath craves better meede. 

Let twattling fame cheatd others rest, 

I urn no dish for rumors feast. 

Let honor others hope abuse. 

Be nothing have, so nought will loose. 

lie strive to be nor great nor smale. 

To live nor die; fate helmeth all. 

When I can breath no longer, then 

Heaven take all: there put Amen, 

How ist ? how ist ? 

Lav, Faith, so, so ; telamant, quelamant; as *t 
oppinion to currant it. 

Qm> Why, then, via letts walke. 
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Lav. I must give notioe to an od pedant, as we passe, 
my nuptials : I use him, for lie is abscure, and shal 
ny us in priyate* I liave many enemies, but secresie is 
\ best evasion from enyie. 
Qua. Holds it to-morrow ? 
Lav. I, firme, absolute. 
Lam, He say amen if tbe priest be mute. 
Q»a. Epytbalamiums will I singe, my chucke. 
on — spend freely — out on drosse, tis muck. 

[Exeunt 

Enter a Schcle-maUter^ draws the curtains behind, with 
Battus, Nbws, Slip, Nathaniell, and Holi- 
F£BN£S Pippo, schole-boyesy sitting, with hookes in 
their hands, 

AU. Salve, magister. 

Fed. SdUtete pueri estate satvi, vos solvere exopto vohis 

^Mtem, Batte, myfili,fili, mi Batie ! 

Bat. Qiuidvis. 

Ted, Stand fortb : repeat your lesson with out booke. 

Bat. A nowne is the name of a thing that may be 

sne, felt, heard, or understood. 

Fed. Good boy : on, on. 

Bat, Of nownes some bee substantives and some bee 

bstantives. 

Fed, Adjectives. 

Bat. Adjectives. A nowne substantive ether is propper 

the thing that it betokneth. 

Fed, Well, to numbers. 

Bat. In nownes bee two numbers, the singuler and the 

rail : the singuler number speaketh of one, as lapis, a 
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9t(»ie ; the plurell speaketh of more tken one, as lof 
stones. 

Fed, Oood ckilde. Now tkou art past k^ides, stc 
Proceed to the cases. Nous. Say you next, I^ous. Wh 
your lesson, Nous ? 

Nous. I am in a verbe, forsooth. 

Fed. Say on, forsooth : aay, say. 

Nous. A vCTbe is a part of speaeh dedined with m 
and tence, and betokneth doing, as amo, I love.^ 

Fed. How many kind of verbes ar there ? 

Nous. Two ; personall and impersonall. 

Fed. Of verbs personalis, how mwiy kinds ? 

Nous. Five ; active, passive, neuter, deponent, and o 
mon. A verbe active endeth in o, and beetokneth to ( 
as amo, I love ; and by putting to r, it may bee a pass 
as amor, I am loved. 

Fed. Very good child. Now leame to know the 
ponent and common. Say you, Slip. 

Slij). Cedani arma toga, concedant lauria lingum. 

Fed. What part of speech is lingua, inflecte, u^cU i 

Slip. Smgulariter, nominativo hec lingua. 

Fed. Why is lingua the f^ninine gender? 

Slip. Forsooth because it is the femenine gender. 

Fed. Ha, thou asse ! thou dolt ! idem, per idem, m 
it : liTigua is declined with hec, the femenine» because 
is a houshold stuffe perticularly belonging and most co 
monly resident under the roofe of womens mouth 
Come on, you Nathaniell, say you, say you next; nott 
fast ; say tretably : say. 

Nalk. Mascula dictmtur monosHaba nomina quedam 

Fed. Faster! faster! 
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|tJKi^A. Uiy %alj Molj rem et ^le»: car, ser, vir, vas, 

» erwy jMre8 H pe$, giii, gUrens. hahens genetivo, 
\fM^ ro9 ei iros, miun$, dens, mone, pons. 
Fed. JBiupt tup, mup^ alup, bor, hor, cor, mor. Holla ! 
i\ lioUal you Holifemes Hppo, put him downe. Wipe 
' nose : §&, on your sleere I where 's your muckender 
■ grand-mother gave you? Well, say on ; say on. 
KoL Pree, maister, what words this P 
Fed. Asse! asse! 

H6L Ae in preeenti peffecium format in, in, in. 
Fed. In what, Sir? 

HoL Feffectum format. In what. Sir? 
' Fed. In what. Sir? — in avi ? 

Mot, In what Sir ? — in am, 
CI no, nas, natd, vocito, vocitas, voci, voci, voci — 
Fed. What's next? 
Hot, Voci, What's next? 

Fed, Why, thou ungratious child ! thou simple animall ! 
"tiiou bamade! Nous, — snare him; take him up: and 
3fCHi were my father, you should up. 

Eol. Indeed I am not your father. O Lord ! now, for 

Cfod sake, let mee go out. My mother told a thing : I 

»iin]l bewray all els. Harke, you, maister : my grand- 

^nofcher intreates you to come to dinner to-morrow 

SMming. 

Ted, I say, untrusse — ^take him up. Nous, — dispatch 
^rliat not perfect in an aese inpresenty ? 

Eol. In truth lie bee as perfect an asse in prenenty as 
^y of this company, with the grace of God law : this 

once — ^this once — and I do so any more 

I Ped, I say, hold him up I 
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▼tuK jia u. ione 3inr; ail t:^ scnp of acr ] 
vdL Ha, s^mtel ki> ^pukL innw, bKbi^ 
Fed. 




^ jEt^ QiTASiAin, Laxpxtmq, Latkkdcu. 
SncFucn:^ 

QitM, Be mocxfiin, mj gioi^ iSniar. 

Lot. Week soe bis pardon ohk. 

P«^. He B rcpmcd: and nov, AppoDo Ueaae 
hramo, jRi ^aadiaf, and daboisie rilrgaiMaft make jtm 
pnatDct gratioits in the ewes of jonr mistRs. 

Lot, Toa most along with ns ; lend pEirate eaie. 

Sm. What is Toor name ? 

5i». i^lio gare you that name ? "Saj, let mee alone for 
ffposdng of a schoUer. 

IIol, My god^Eithers and god-mothers in my baptisme. 

Sim, Truly, gallants, 1 am inamord on thee, boy; wilt 
thon serve me ? 

JIoL Yes, and please my grand-mother, when I come to 
ycjars of discretion.* 

Fed. And you have a propensitude to him, he shall be 
for you. I was solicited to graunt hiin leave to play the 
Iwly in commedies presented by children ; but I Imew his 
voice was to smale, and his stature to loe. Sing, sing a 
tre])lci Ilolifemes : sing. 

The Song. 
A very smole sweete voice. He assure you. 
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Us snuJty sweete indeede. 

A very pretty child. Hold up thy head. There ; 
^thee some plimunes. 

Nay, they must play ; you go a long with us« 

Ludendi vmia eat petUa et conceasa. 

Gratias, 

Bu. Pippo's my page. How like you him? Ha! 
ii hee not a good face, ha ? 
Lav. Exceeding amiable. Come away ; 
bng to see my love, my Celia. 

iSwi. Carry my rapier ; hold up so ; good cliilde : stay, 
Dants. Umph ! a sweete face. 
Lam. I relish not this mirtli ; my spirit is untwist ; 
y heart is raveld out in discontents, 
am deepe thoughtfiill, and I shoote my soule 
brough. all creation of omnipotence. [humor : 

Qua. Wliat, art melancholy, Lampe? lie feede thy 
e give thee reason straight to hang thy selfe. 
(ark 't, mark 't : in Heavens handiwork theirs naught 
deeve it. 

Lam. In Heavens handiwork ther's naught,^ 
[one more vile, accursed, reprobate to bliss, 
lien man, and mong men a scholler most, 
hings onely fleshly sencitive, an oxe or horse, 
liey live and eate, and sleepe, and drinke, and die, 
Jid are not toucht with recollections 
tf things ore-post, or staggerd infant doubtes 
tf things succeeding ; but leave the manly beastes, 
Jid give but pence a peece to have a sight 
tf1)ea8tly man now* 

Sim. What so, Lampatho ! Good truth, I wiU not pay 
our ordinary if you come not. 
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Ijam, Dost thou heare that yoice? He make a 
As good a man as hee in foureteene nights. 
1 never heard him vent a sillable 
Of his owne creating since I knew the use 
Of eyes and eares. Well, he 's perfect blest, 
Because a perfect beast. He gage my heart 
He knowes no difference essentiall 
Twixt my dog and him. The horeson sot is blest, 
Is rich in ignorance, makes £Edre usance on \ 
And every day augments his barbarisme. 
So love me, calmnes, I do envy him forts. 
I was a scholler : seaven use-^ springs 
Did I defloure in quotations 
Of crossd oppinions boute the soule of man. 
The more I learnt the more I learnt to doubt : 
Knowledge and wit, faithes foes, tume fayth about. 

Sim. Nay, come, good Sinior. I stay all the gentM 
here. I wood faine give my prity page a pudding pie. 

Lam. Honest epicure. 
Nay, marke, list delight ; delight my spaniell slept, 

I bausd leaves, 
Tossd ore the dunces, por'd on the old print 
Of titled wordes, and stil my spaniell slept. 
Whilst I wasted lampoile, bated my flesh, 
Shrunk up my veines, and still my spaniel slept. 
And stUl I held converse with Zabarell, 
Aquinas Scotus, and the musty sawe 
Of antick Donate, still my spaniell slept. 
StiU went on went I ; first an sit amma. 
Then, and it were mortaU. O hold, hold ! 
At that they are at braine buffets fell by the eares, 
A maine peU-meU togither — still my spaniell slept. 
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nien whether twere corporeall, local, fixt, 
ijxtraduce ; but whether 't had free wiU 
>i no, ho philosophers 
$tood banding factions all so strongly propt, 
[ staggerd, knew not which was firmer part ; 
Slit thought, quoted, reade, observ'd, and pried, 
3tufiPt noting bookes, and stiU my spanieU slept. 
Kt length he wakt and yawned, and by yon sky, 
Por aught I know he knew as much as I, 

Sim. Dellicat good Lampatho, come away. I assure 
you He give but two-pence more. 

Lam. How twas created, how the soule exsistes — 
One taikes of motes, the soule was made of motes ; 
An other fire, tother Hght, a third a spark of star-like 

nature } 
Hippo water, Anaximenes ayre, 
Aristoxenus musicke, Critias, I know not what. 
A company of odde phreneteci 
Bid eate my youth, and when I crept abroad, 
Rnding my numnesse in this nimble age, 
I fell a railing ; but now, soft and slow, 
I know, I know naught, but I naught do know ; 
What shall I doe — ^what plot, what course persew ? 

Qua. Why, turne a temporist, row with the tide, 
I*ursew the cut, the fashion of the age. 
Well, heer 's my schollers course : first get a schoole, 
And then a ten*pound cure ; keepe both. Then buy 
(Stay marry, I marry) ; then a farme, or so : 
Serve Grod and mammon — to the divill goe. 
Affect some sect — I, 'tis the sect, is it ? 
So thou canst seeme, 'tis held the pretious wit. 
Atid 0, if thou canst get some higher seate, 
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Where thou maist sdl your hofy portum 

OVhidi charitable Proyidenoe ordained. 

In sacred bountie, for a blessed use). 

Alien the ^eabe, intaile it to thy loines, 

Intombe it in thy grave. 

Past resurrection to his native use i 

Now, if there be a hell, and such swine sav'd, 

Heayen take all — that 's all my hopes have crav'd. 

f IkUr PiPPO. 

Pip, My SimpHdas maister. 
LoM. Tour maister SimpHdns. 
Pip, Has come to yon to sent. 
Lam, Has sent to me to come. 
Pip, Ha ! ha ! has bought me a fine dagger, and a 
and a feather ! I can say, J» in pre9enti, now ! 

Company qfBoyes wthin, 

Quadratus, Quadratus, away ! away ! 

Lam. We come, sweet gallants; and grumbling 
lye stil. 
And tume phantastique. He that dimbes a hill 
Must wheele about ; the ladder to account 
Is slie dissemblance : he that meanes to moimt 
Must lye all levell in the prospective 
Of eager-sighted greatnesse ; thou wouldst thrive. 
The Venice State is young, loose, and unknit. 
Can rellish naught but lushious vanities. 
Goe, fit his -tooth. O glavering flatterie ! 
How potent art thou ! Front looke briske and sleeki 
That such base durt as you should dare to reeke 
In princes nostrils ! Well, my sceane is long. 
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All tcithin. Quadratos 1 

Qua. I come, hotte blouds. Those that their state 
would swell, 
Must beare a counter-face. The diviU and hell 
^Confound them aU ! That 's all my prayers exact: 
.86 ends our chat; — sound musick for the act. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACTUS TERTIUS 




SCENA PRIMA. 

^ Rnter Francisco, halfe drest, in his black doublet m 
round cwp^ the rest riche ; Iacomo bearing his hait 
and feather; Adeean his doublet and band; Ban 
DOLFO his cloake and staffe. They cloath Feancisc 
whilst Bydett creepes in and observes them. Mue 
of this done whilst the Acte is playing. 

[ R God sake, remember to take specia 
markes of me, or you will nere be abl 
to know me. 

Adr, Why, man? 
Fra. Why, good faith, I scarce know my selfe : ab-ead 
me thinks I should remember to forget my selfe ; now 
am so shining brave. Indeed Francisco was alwayes 
sweete youth, for I am a perfumer, but thus brave. I ar 
an alien to it. Would you make mee like the drowm 
Albano ? Must I bear 't mainly up ? Must I bee hee? 
Ran. What els, man? O, what else? 
laco. I warrant you, give him but faire riche cloatbes. 
Hee can bee tane, reputed any thing. 
\pparail 's growne a god, and goes more neate ; 
Makes men of ragges, which straight he beares aloft, 
Like patcht-up scar-crowes to affright the rout 
Of the idolatrous vulgar, that worship images, 
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nd aw'd and bare-skalp't at the glosse of silkes, 

ich, like the glorious Ajax of Lincohies-Inne 

rvai'd with wonder by me when I lay 

;toT in London), lappes up naught but filth 

d excrements, that beare the shape of men, 

lose in-side every day would peck and teare, 

t that vaine skar-crow cloathes intreates forbeare. 

Fra, You would have me take upon me, Albano, 

raliant gallant Venetian burgomasco. 

ill my beard, my feather, short sword, and my oth, 

all doo *t, feare not. What I know a number, 

the sole warrant of a lapy-beard, 
raine beate plume, and a good chop-filling oth, 
ith an odde French shrugge, and by the Lord, or so, 
i leapt into sweete captaine with such ease 

you would feart not. lie gage my heart He do 't. 
)w sits my hat ? Ha ! Jack, doth my feather wagge ? 
loco. Me thinkes now, in the common sence of fashion, 
lou shouldst grow proud, and like a fore-horse view, 
)ne but before-hand gallants ; as for sides, 
id those that ranke in equall file with thee, 
uddy a faint salute, give a strange eye ; 
it as to those in rere-ward, O be blind 1 
le world wants eyes — it cannot see behind. [French ? 

Fra, Where is the strumpet ? Where 's the hot-vain'd 
ves not Albano ? Hath Celia so forgot 
Ibano's love, that she must forth-with wed 

runne-about, a skipping French-man P 

loco.. Now you must grow in heate and stut. 

Fra. An odde phantasma — a beggar — a Sir — a who, 
ho, who — What You Will — a straggling go go go gunds 
^f,f,f,f,fat- 
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i"*. I 

hAU 

ABds 

If tldi plot fine, FiiBelnaB.dfkapa are dead. [. 
JE^ Jbid if it fiir.Aikccrdu little liead. [j 





^ Ikllfir Albaso, via Snp, luMfmge. 

JJh. Canitbe?^ Ltpoaahle? 1st witbin tiie 
of faith? OTibaiy! 

Slip, The dq^er <rf nDDar stakes cm both sides, lu^; 
ing oat, the Frendi kii^;ht is in finne possesskm tim 
Hastens, your wife. \ 

Alb. 1st possibk I should be dead so soone 
In her affectes? How long ist sinoe our shipprack? "i 
Slip. Faith, I have little aiithmatiqae in me, yet I lemem- 
her the storme made mee cast np perfectly the whole sunii 
of all I had reoeiy'd; three dates before I was liqnod 
soundly ; my gats were rinc'd for the heaTcns. I looke as 
pale ever since, as if I had tane the diet this spring. 
AJh. But how long ist since our ship-wrack? ' 

Slip. Mary, since wee were hung by the heeles on the 
batch of Cycily, to make a jayle deliveiy of the sea in our 
mawes, tis just three monthes. Shall I speake like « 

poet ? — ihrke hath the homed mone 

Alb. Talke not of homes. 0, Celia ! How oft. 
When thou hast lay'd thy cheeke uppon my breast, 
And with lacivious petidancy sew'd 
For hymeneall dalliance, marriage rightes y — 
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then, how oflb, with passionate protestes 
nd zealous yowes, hast thou oblig'd thy love, 
a dateles bands, unto Albanos breast 1 
Siea, did I but mention second marriage, 
litih what a bitter hate would she invaigh 
•inst retaild wedlockes ! O, would she lispe, 
you should die, — then would she slide a teare, 
with a wanton languishment in-twist 
hands, — O God, and you should die I Marry ? 
odd I loTe life P My deare Albano dead, 
nold any prince possesse his widdowes bed ? 
Id now, see, see, I am but rumord drown'd. 
^. Sheele make you prince ; — ^your worship must be 

crown'd. 
master, you know the woman is the weaker creature ! 
le must have a prop. The maide is the brittle mettell ; 
er head is quickly crackt. The wife is queasie stomackt ; 
le must be fed with novelties. But, then, whats your 

widdowe? 
Imknne is a second nature; — I say no more, but think you 

the rest. 
Jib. If love be holy ; — ^if that mistery 
H oo-united hearts be sacrament ; — 
the unbounded goodnesse have infds'd 
sacred ardor : — ^if a mutuall love 
our speties, of those amorous joyes— 
sweetes of life — ^those comfortes even in death, — 
ping from a cause above our reasones reach ; — 
P that deere flame deduce his heate from heaven ; — 
JRs like his cause's etemall alwaies One, 
|U is th' instiller of devinest love, 
iTndiangd by time, immortall mauger death ! 

\^ 
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But 0, tia growne a figment ! Love a jest ! 
A commick poesie \ The soule of man is rotten, 
E¥en to the rare; — no sound affection. 
Out love is hollow- vaulted — stands on proppea 
Of circumstance, profit, or ambitious hopes 1 
The other tissue, gowne or chaine of pearle. 
Makes my coy miuit to nuaseU twixt the breaatea 
Of her lull'd husbaBd, tother carkanet 
Deftowrea that ladies bed* One hundred more 
Marries that loath'd blowze; — one ten-pound oddesp 
In promisM joynture, makes the hard-palm'd sire 
Jjiforce his daughters tender bppea to start 
At the sharpe touch of some loathed stubbed beard ; 
The first pure time the golden age is Hed, 
Heaven knowes I lie, — tis now the age of gold, — 
Eor it all marreth, and even virtues sold \ 

Slip, Master, wiU you trust me, and lie 

Alh, Yea, boy, He trust tbee» Babes and fooles Detr 
But servants faith, wives love, or femalls lust,^ — 
A usurer and the divill sooner. Now, were I dead, j 
Me thinkes I see a huff-cap swaggering sir 
Pawning my plate, my jeweUs, morgage 1 Nay, 
Selling out right the purchace of my browes. 
Whilst my poore fatherlesse, leanc, totterd sonne — 
My gentries reliqueSj my houses onely prop — 
Is saw'd asunder, lyes forlome, all bleake 
Unto the griefes of sharpe necessities, 
Wliilst bis father-in-law, his father-in-diyell, or d-d^ 

diviU-f-f-f-father, 
Or who, who, who,— What Ton Will ! 
Wheu is the marriage mome ? 
Mip, Even next rising sonne. 
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. Grood, good, good ! Gk> to my brother Adrian : 

[m lie lurck ; stay, tell him Be lurck : stay — 

s Albanos marriage-bed new hung 

^resh rich curtaines 1 Now are my valence up, 

i with orient pearle, my gransires gift 1 

ire the lawne sheetes fum'd with yyolets, 

!sh the pawld ksdvious appetite 1 

worke the cookes, the pastry sweates with slaves ; 

larch-panes glitter : now, now, the musitions 

: with nimble stickes ore squeaking crowds, 

ng the dryed guttes of a mewing catt. ^ 

aylors, starchers, semsters, butchers, pulterors, mer- 

sers, — all, all, all, — now, now, now, — none thinke a 

nee, — the f f f !French is te ffffine man, de p p p 

pock man, de 

p. Peace, peace! 9tand conceald. Yonder, by all 
ptions, is he would be husband of my mistresse ; — 
wife ! hah, meate, hah 1 

b, Uds ! so, so, so ! soule, thats my velvet doake ! 
p. O peace ! observe him : ha ! 

iter Lateeduee and Bidett, talking; Quadeatus, 
Lampatho, Simplicius, Pedante, and Holi- 

PBENES PiPPO. 

d. 'Tis most true, sir. I heard all ; I saw all ; I tell 

md I hope you beleeve all. The sweete Francisco 

iza, the perfumer, is by your rivall lacomo, and your 

brothers that must be, when you have married your 

that shall be. 

id. With the grace of Heaven. 

d. Disguis'd so like the drownd Albano, to crosse 
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your sute, that by my little honesty 'twas great oonsolal 
to mee to observe them. Passion of joy, of hqpe ! ei 
lent ! cri'd Andrea. Passingly I cri'd Eandolfo. Un] 
raleld, Hspes lacomo. Good, good, good, sayes And 
Now, stut, sayes lacomo. Now stut, sayes Bandolfo ; wl 
the ravisht perfumer had like to have waterd the seamt 
his breeches for extreame pride of their applause. 

Lav. Sest, He to Celia, and, mauger the nose of 
friends, wedde her ; bedde her ; my first sonne shall I) 
captaine, and Ids name shall bee what it please his | 
father^; the second, if hee have a face bad inoug' 
lawyer ; the third, a marchant ; and the fourth, if he 
maimd, dull-braind, or hard-shapt, a scholler, for t 
your fashion. 

Qua. Get them; get them, man, first. Now, by 
wantonnesse of the night, and I were a wench, I w« 
not ha thee, wert thou an heire, nay (which is mor 
foole. 

Lav, Why, I can rise high : a straight legge, a plu 
thigh, a full vaine, a round cheeke ; and, when it plea 
the firtility of my chinne to be delivered of a beard, '1 
not wrong my kissing, for my lippes are rebels, and si 
out. 

Qua. Ho ! but ther's an old fustie proverbe, these g 
talkers are never good dooers. 

Lam. Why, what a babell arrogance is this ? 
Men will put by the very stock of fate ; 
Theyle thwart the destiny of marriage, 
Strive to disturbe the sway of Providence : 
TheUe do it ! 

Qua, Come, youle be snarling now. 

Lam. As if we had free-will in supematurall 
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}, and that our lo^e or hate 
ded not on causes bove the reach 
naine stature. 

I. I thinke I shall not lend you forty shillings now. 
i». Durt upon durt, feare is beneath my shooe. 
lesse of rackes, strappados, or the sword — 
3r informer and slie intelligence, — 
knd as confident as Hercules, 
vnth a fiightlesse resolution, 
p and launoe our times impieties. 
\. Uds so, peace. 

». Open a bounteous eare, for He be free : 
3 as Heaven, give my speech more roome ; 
.6 unbrace my breasts, strip up my sleeves, 
like an executioner to vice, 
ike his head off with the keener edge 
J sharpe spirit. 

!7. Boome and good licence : come on ! when, when ? 
». Now is my fiiry mounted. Fix your eyes ; 
i your sences ; bend your listning up ; 
le make greatnesse quake ; He tawe the hide 
ick-skind Hugenes. 

p. Tis most gratious ; weele observe thee calmely. 
a. Hang on thy toungs end. Come on ! pree-thee doe. 
9». lie see you hang'd first. I thanke you, sir. Be 

none, 
is the straine that chokes the theaters ; 
makes them crack with fiill-stufft audience ; 
is your humor onely in request, 
K)th to raile ; this brings your eares to bed ; 
people gape for ; for this some doe stare, 
some woidd heare, to crack the authors neck ; 
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This admiration and applause persue^i 

Who cannot raile, my Lumors cliang'dj 'tis cleare : 

Pardon, De none ; I priae my joynts more deare. 

Bid. Maister, maisterj I ha discri'd the Perfim« 
Albanos disgui^, Looke you I looke you I Bai^s ^ 
rare sport ! 

AI&. I can eoEtame my impatience no longer. 
Mounaieur Cavelere, Saint Dennis, — you, caprichiouj 
Sinior Caranto French branle, — ^you, that must 
Celia Galanto,— ia AlUano drown'd noir ? Goe wm 
avant knight-errant, Celia shall bee no cuct-queane,- 
beii'e no begger,— my plate no pawne,— my land no 
gage, — my wealth no food for thy luxuries, — my horn 
harbour for thy comradea^ — my bedde no bootje for 
lustea ! My any thing shall bee thy nothing. Goe hfn 
packe, paeke I avant ! caper, caper ! aloun, aloun ! p 
by, passe by I cloake your nose \ away I vanish I wan 
depart 1 slink by I away \ 

Lav. Harke you. Perfumer, Tell lacomo, Baal 
and Adrean, 'twill not doej — looke youj say no more^ 
— 'twill not doe. 

AI&. What Perfumer? what lacomo? 

Qua, Nay, assure thee^ honest Perfumer, good Fraud 
wee know all, man, Goe home to thy dvitt boxe; 
to the profit, commodity, or emolument of thy mu* 
taile : goe, clap on your round cap— my what do yottl 
air, — for yfaitb, good rogue j alls discri^d [ 

AI&. What Perfumer? what mus-catP what Prand 
What do you lack? 1st not inough that you kiasd 
wife? 

Lav, Inough. 

Jlk Ij inough i and may be, I feare me too mud; 
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lost floute me, — deride me, — scoffe me, — keepe out, 

ch not my porche ; — as for my wife ! 

7. Stirre to the dore : dare to disturbe the match, 

,y the 

S. My sword ! menace Albano fore his owne dores ! 
9. No, not Albano, but Francisco : thus, Perfumer, 

ake you stinke if you stirre a For the rest : 

ma^ via. 

Exeunt Cest. remanet Albano, Slip, Simp, and Holif. 

b. Jesu, Jesu ! what intends this? ha I 

t. God, sir ! you lye as open to my understanding 

fortizan. I know you as well 

b. Some body knowes me yet : praise Heaven, some- 
knowes me yet 1 

t. Why, looke you, sir : I ha paide for my knowing of 
md women too, in my dayes : I know you are Fran- 

Soranza, the perfumer; I, maugre Sinior Satten, I 

b. Do not tempt my patience. Go to ; doe not 

a. I know you dwell in Saint Markes Lane, at the 
of the Mus-cat, as well 

b. Foole, or madd, or drunke, no more ! 

fi, I know where you were drest, where you were 

h Na, then, take aU !— take aQ ! take aUI 

[He bastinadoes Simplicius. 
«. And I tell not my father ; if I make you not loose 
office of gutter-maister-ship ; and you bee skavenger 
yeare, welL Come, Holifemes ; come, good Holi- 
} ; come, servant. [Ent Sim. Holife. 

b. Francisco Soranza, and perfumer, and mus-cat, and 
r-maister, hay, hay, hay !— go, go, go !— f, f, f, fiit I 
to the Duke ; and lie so ti, ti, ti, ticle them ! 
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lum. Pretious I wliat meanes he to go out so \ 
Before the dusk of twiliglit might deceive 
The doubtful priers ? Wlmt, hoik 1 

Alh. ^Tiop! what divill now ? 

lato. He faine I know him not i what btisua^sse 1 
those dores ? 

AB. Whatg that to thee ? 

Imo, Yoa come to wronge my friend Sir Laren 
Confesse, or 

Alh, My sword, boy !^ — s, a, a, s, aonle., my sword 1 

Juco. 0, my deere roaguc, thou art a rare dissemblsl I 

Alh, See, see I 



% Elder Abbian and Bahdolfo. 

/cM?o. Prancisco, did I not helpe to clothe thoeP Eveni 
I would ha sworne thee, AlbanOj my good aw^eet akve. 

AU* See, see I Jeau^ Jeau 1 Impostors ! Comiic; 
Sancta Maria I 

Man. Looke you. He walkcs j he faines most escdBl 

Adr. Accost him first as if you were ignorant 
Of the deceit. 

Ban. 0, deere Albano I now thrice happie eyeSj 
To view the hope-lesse presence of my brother, 

AU. Moat loved kinsman, praise to Heaven, yet 
Ton know Albano* But for yonder skves — well 

Adr, Snccesse couid not come on more gratious. 

Alh. Had not you come, deare brother Adrian^ 
I thinke not one would know me. blisses dog 
Had quicker acence then my dul count rune u ; 
Why, none had knowne me. 
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M. Doubt jou of thatP Would I might die, 

I not knowne the guile, I would ha swome 

. hadst biQ Albano, my nimble, o(niEning knaye. 

b. Whippe, whij^l Heaven preserve al. Saint 

Marke, Saint Marke 1 

iier Adrian, be frantick, pree-thee be ; 

[ am a perfumer — Francisco. Hay, hay ! 

ot some feast-day P You are all ranke dmnke ! 

^, ra, ra, ra ! rattes knights of the be, be, be, bell ! 

be,be,beU! 

ir. Go, go 1 prooeede : thou dost it rare. Farewell. 

[ExeufU Adrian and Bandolfo. 
15. FarwellP Ha! 1st even soP Boy, who am I? 
ip. My Lord Albano I 
J5. By this breast you lie. 
Samian faith is true, true ! I was drown'd ; 
now my soule is skipt into a perfumer, a gutter-master. 

ip. Beleeve me, sir 

S$. No, no 1 He beleeve nothing ! no 1 

disadvantage of all honest hearts 

dck credulity. Perfect state pollecy 

crosse-bite even sence. The worlds tum'd juggler I 

38 mystes before our eyes. Haygh patse re paue ! 

redit nothing. 

ip. Grood sir 1 

lb. Henoe, asse 1 

L not opinion stamp the currant passe 

ach mans valew, vertue, quality P 

I ingross'd the choice commodities 

leavens trafike, yet reputed vile, 

L a rascall 1 O deere, unbeleefe 1 

' wealthy dost thou make thy owners wit ! 
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Thou traine of knowledge 1 what a priviledge 
Tkou giv'st to tby possessor 1 Auchorst him 
From floting with the tide of nilger faith ; 
From being dam'd with multitudes deere uabeleefe. 
I am a perfumer ! I, thinkat thou my bloud. 
My hrothera know act right, Mbmo, yet ? 
Away 1 tis faites I If Albaiios name 
Were liable to scenes, that I could tast, or touchy 
Or see, or feele it, it might tice beleefe ; 
But since tis voice, and ayre, come to the Muscat-boyi 
Francisco, that 'a my name ; tis right ; I, I, — 
What do you lack ? what iat you lack ? right ; that *s i 
ciy, [i 



% E^ier Slip a«^ Noose i Teif, with tf^ irunchmofi^ 
itaffe iorckf and BoiTE with a pmitojk; BruKi^ 
ll^m¥iE,%^mfQllQW%7i^, f^ie cormii sound. 

Bid. Proclaime our titles ! 

Ih. Bospkorm Cormel^dfm Eomrificaeuminm BiM I 

Hoh I thinke your majeaties a W^elchman; you biivei 
horrible long name. 

Bid. Death or scilence I Proceed I 

Bo. Honorifica^uuims Bidets Emperor ofCrackei, PrtM 
(f Fages^ Marques qf Mumckatwe^ and sole Me^ent over J 
Safe offaUe dke : to all tda under ministers health, croWBfisJ 
sack, tobacco, and stoddags uncrakt above the shooe* 

Bid. Our selfe will give them their charge. Now I 
mee stroake my beard, and I had it, and speake wiaelyi £ 
I knew how* Most unconaionable, honest little^ or lit! 
honest, good subjects, informe our person of your sev 
qualities, and of the prejudice that is foisted tippon 
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)ur sdfe may pervew, preyent, and preoccupie the 
lent dangers incident to all your cases. 

Here is a petition exhibit^ of the particuler greeT- 
of each sort of pages. 

L We will vouchsafe, in this our publike session, to 
3 them. Pleaseth your excellent wagship to bee in- 
i that the deyision of pages is tripartite (tripartite), 
ee-fold : of pages, some be court-pages, others ordi- 
^allants pages^ and the third apple-squiers, basket- 
's, or pages of the placket : with the last we will 
ide first. Stand forth, page of the placket : what is 
nistres? 

7. A kinde of puritane. 
I. How live you ? 

!?. Miserably, complayning to your crack-ship : though 
ive light mistresses, we are made the chHdren and 
its of darknes. What prophane use we are put to, 
se gallants more feelingly know then we can lively 
3se ; it is to be oomiserated, and by your royall in- 
onely to bee prevented, that a male mounkey and the 
lutive of a man should bee aynonima, and no scence. 
jh wee are the drosse of your subjects, yet being a 

of page, let us find your cdsitude kind and re- 
ve of our time-fortunes and birthes abuse : and so, 
I name of our whole tribe of emptie basket-bearers, I 
^our litUe hands. 
I. Your case is dangerous, and ahnost desperat. 

forth, ordinary gallants page : what is the nature of 
master? 

. He eates well and right slovenly ; and when the 
favor him, goes in good doathes, and scowers his 
coUour silk stockings ; when he hath any money, he 
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beares Ms crownee, wlien lie batli none I carry biji pm 
He cheatea well* sweares better, but swaggers in a wauls 
cbamber admirably ; bee loves bis boy and the rump o 
cram'cl Kipou; and this aummer liatb a passing thri 
humor to bottle ale ; ae contemptuous as Lucifer, as ot 
gaiit as jgEonmce eau make Uimj as Ebidinous as Pn»p 
Hee keep(^ mee as his adamant, to draw mettell after 
hia lodging : I curk Ma perriwig, painte his cheekes, p 
fume hia breath i I am his froterer or rubber in a h 
housej tbc prop of bis lies, \k& bearer of bis fEilsdice; \ 
yet for all this^ like tKe Persian louse, that eates byti 
and byting eates, so I say sithing, and sithing say my 1 
is to paste up a si qnk. My masters fortunes are fol 
to cashere me^ and so six to one I fall to be a pippin Bqia 
Hkfnupriami ! — ^tlds is the end of pick-pockets. ' 

Bid, Stand forth, court pagei thou lokest 
wan. 

Trip, Most lidjculous Emperor. 

Bid, 0^ say no more, I know thy miseryes;' 
betwixt thy lady, her gentlewoman, and thy masters I 
gaming, thou maiat looke pale. I know thy miseries, i 
I condole thy calamities. Thou art borne well, bred 
but diest worst of al : thy bloud most commonly geil 
thy youth ordinaryly idle, and thy age to often miserajl 
When thy first sute is fresh, thy cheekes i^^ixt of d 
soilest and thy lord falne out with bis lady, so longe i 
be heele chuck thee under the chin, call thee good pn 
ape, and give thee a scrap from his owne trencher; | 
after, he never bebolds thee but when thou squierst 1 
with a torch to a wantons sheetea, or lightes his tob« 
pipe. Never usetb tbee but as his pander i never regBT^ 
thee but as an idle bur that stickst upon the \k% 



ta. I 



I.] WEJT rOU WILL. 269 

tone; — and 80» naked thou camst into the worid, and 

ud thon mu9t xeturne : whom serve you P 

Bb. A foole I 

Bid. Thou art my hiqppiest subject : the service of a 

ie is the onely blessedst slavery that ever put on a 

■ne and a blew cote; they know not what nor for what 

rjr give, but so they give tis good, so it be good they 

e; fortunes are ordain'd for fooles, as fooles are for 

tone, to play with all, not to use : hath hee taken an^oth 

■Deagiance — ^is hee of our brotherhood yet P 

Jib. Not yet, right venerable Honorificao cac cae cacti- 

wi Bidet / but as little an in&nt as I am I will, and 

& the grace of wit I will deserve it. 

Bid. You must performe a valorous, vertuous, and reli- 

ms exploit first, in desert of your order. 

Ho. WhatistP 

Bid. Couzen thy master, hee is a foole, and was created 

' men of wit, such as thy selfe, to make use of. 

Ho. Such as my selfe ? Nay, feith, for wit, I think, for 

r age, or so — But on, sir. 

Bid. That thou maist the easier purge him of superfluous 

md, I will discribe thy maisters constitution. He loves 

1 is beloved of himselfe, and one more, his dog. There 

a company of unbrac'd, untrussd rutters in the towne, 

it crinkle in the hammes, swearing their flesh is their 

ely lyving, and when they have any crownes, cry " Grod 

oarcy, Mol ! " and shrugging, let the cockholds pay fort ; 

imating that their maintenance flowes firom the wanton- 

3se of merchants wives, when introth the plain troth is, 

) plaine and the stand, or the plaine stand and deliver, 

livers them all their lyving. These comrades have per- 

aded thy maister that ther's no way to redeeme his 
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pencil- collouT flatten sute from pawue but by tte low 
cytizfiiis wife ; bee beleevea it : they ttont hinij be ; 
them; and now tis our honest and religious medi 
that bee feede us, Holj^cmes Pnppi. 

Ho. Pippo, and shall please you. 

Bid^ Pippo, tia our will and pleasm-e tbou sute tbj 
like a marchants wife ; leave tbe managing of the acq 
tinto our pnidenoe. 

Hq. Or xinto our prudence ; truly shee is a veiy 
wench, and hath a stammell petticote with three gar 
tbe nonce ; but for your muiebantB wife, alas 1 I s 
little, speake to smallj go to gingerly : by my troth I 
I shall lookc to faire, 

Bid. Our majesty dismouuteth, and wee put of 
greatnesse ; and now, my little knaTes, I am plaine C 
as I am Bosphoros C&mtel^don Momrificacunmoi J 
I am imperious i honor sparekles iu mme eyes s \m 
am Crackf I wil conYay, crosbitej and cheat upon 8ij 
cius. I will feed, satiat, and ill your pancbesj replc 
stuff, or furnish your purses : wee will laugh when o 
weepe — sing when others sith— feede when others stai 
and be dnmke when others are sober. This is my d 
at the loose. As you love our brotber-bood, avoide 
speech, square dice, small liquor, and above ail, tbo 
ungendemanlike protestations of indeede and verely. 
so, gentle Appollo, touch thy nimble atring ; our soea 
donne ; yet fore wee ceasCi wee sing. 

[The Song, and -E» 
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SCENA PEDIA. 
Mxter CeliA} Meletza, Ltzabetta, md Lucea. 

[AITH, sister, 1 long to play with a 
fether ! 
Pree-thee, Luda, bring the shuttle- 
cock. 

tfe?. Out on him, light-pated phantasticke ! He 's like 

of OUT gallants at 

i^z. I wonder who thou speak'st well of. 

^el, "Why, of my selfe ; for by my troth, I know none 

wil. 

lei. Sweet sister Meletza, lets sit in judgment a little, 

h, on my servant, Mounsieur Laverdure. 

Mel, Troth well, for a servant, but for a husband 

Wl. 

lyz. Why, why? 

if<?Z. Why, he is not a plaane foole, nor faire, nor fat, 

' rich, rich foole. Sut he is a knight ; his honour t^ 

e the passado in the presence to-morrow night ; I hope 

wil deserve. Al I can say is as, as the common fiddlers 

I say in their God send you well to do. 

^^z. How think'st thou of the amorous lacomo ? 
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Md, IicoMO? w)^, on mj bue troth 

CU. Why bare troik? 

JKrf. Becttose mj trodi is like his chinne, ti 
qqV Gods Bie ! his fact kmkes like the head 
but tzvst wtt he hath a good wiL 

Xf7. THio UJd joa 90 ? 

MA, One thai knowes; one that can telL 

CUL Whose thai? 

Md, Him selie. 

I^x. Wdl, wendi; thoa hadst a servant, one \ 
what hast thoa done with him ? 

MeL I donne with him? Out (^ him, pnppy ! £ 
fiether, his beard is derectfy bnck edlonr, anii pen 
fiishion'd like the husk 61 a dieessnnt; bee kisses wid 
driest 1^. Figh on him ! 

Od. O, but your serrant Qgadiatas, the absol 
courtier! 

Md, Pie, fie ! Speake no tdsxk of him : he lives ) 
begging. 
He is a fine courtier, flatters admirable, kisses 
Faire madam, smells surpassing sweete ; weares 
And holds up the arras, supportes the tapistry. 
When I passe into the presence, very gracefully ; and 
I assure you 

Luc. Madam, here is your shuttie-cock. 

MeL Sister, is not your waighting-wench rich ? 

Cd. Why, sister, why? 

Mel. Because she can flatty. Pree-thee call her not 
She has twenty-four houres to maddam yet. Gome, yo 
You prate : y&ith. He tosse you firom post to pillfo ! 

Cel. You post and I piUer. 

Mel. No, no, you are the ondy post ; you must s< 
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t^ prove a wench, and beare ; or dee all the building of 

r delight wiU fall 

Id. Downe. 

!f 2r. What, must I stand out ? 

}£€l. I, by my faith, til you be married. 

[^j. Why do you tosse then P 

}£el. Why, I am wed, wench. 

lei. Pree thee to whome ? 

}iel. To the true husband, right head of a woman-— my 

which vowes never to marry till I meane to be a foole, 
ave, starch cambrick ruffes, and make candells (pur) ; 
lowne, serve againe, good wench. 
/IK?. By your pleasing cheeke, you play well. 
lel. Nay, good creature, pree thee doe not flatter mee. 
ought twas for something you goe casd in your velvit 
)berd ; I warrant these laces were nere stich'd on with 

stich. I have a plaine waighting wench ; shee speakes 
ne, and faith, she goes plaine ; she is vertuous, and 
luse she should go like vertue, by the consent of my 
ity, shee shall never have a bove two smockes to her 
:, for thats the fortune of desert, and the maine in 
ion or reward of merit (pur) ; just thus do I use my 
ants. I strive to catch them in my racket, and no 
ler caught, but I tosse them away : if he flie wel, and 
\ good feaethers, I play with them till he be downe, 
then my maide serves him to me againe : if a slug, and 
ke-wing'd, if hee bee downe, there let him lie. 
H. Good Mell, I wonder how many servants thou hast. 
feZ, Troth, so do I ; let me see — ^Dupatzo. 
)yz. Dupatzo, which Dupatzo ? 
£el. Dupatzo, the elder brother, the foole; he that 
ght the half-penny riband, wearing it in his eare, swear- 
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ing twaE the duetea of Millang favor ; hee into whose 
ti man may travell ten leagues before hee can meete 
his eyeg. Then ther 's my chub, my epicure, Qi 
that mhbes his guttea, clappes bis paunch, and cries 
intertayning my eares perpetually idth a most strong 
course of the praise of bottle ale and red hexrings, 
ther '3 Simplicius Paber, 

Xa^s. Why, he is a foolc I 

Meh True, or els he would nere be vA,y servant* Tlii 
ther*s the cap-doakt courtier, Balta^ari bee wearca 
double, treble, qnadruple ruffe, I, in the sommer tii 
Faith, I ha servants inow, and I doubt not but by 
ordinary pride and extraordinary canning to get 
Momtsier Laverdure, with a troupe of gallants, is entri 

I^z. He capers the lascivions blond about, 
Within heart pantes, nor leapes the eye nor lippes : 
Prepare your selves to kisse, for you must be kissd, 

MeL By my troths tis a pretty thing to be towi 
marriage, a pretty loving. Looke, where be 
Hal ha! 

Lmf), Good day, swette love. 

Mek Wish her good night, man, 

Z«». Good morrow, sister, 

MeL A cursie to you caper : to-morrow monie Vat 
yoTi brother, 

La^, But much much falls betwixt the cup and lip. 

MeL Be not to confident, the knot may slip. 

%m. Bounty, blessednes, and the spirit of wine atti 
my mistrcs. 

MeL Thankes, good chub. 

Sim, God, yee, god morrow^ heartely mistres j and 
do you since last I saw you ? 
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hr Qm. Gods mee, yon must not inquire how shee does ; 
■ite {Hrivy coonselL Fie 1 ther 's manners indeed 1 
pi Ami. ^ray you, pardon my indviUty. I was som-what 
iprid with you, but beleeve me lie never be so sawcy to 
pice you how you do againe as long as I live. La ! 
b Me^. Square chub, what sullene black is that ? 

Qua. A tassell that hangs at my purse-strings. Hee 
logs mee, and I give him scraps, and pay for his ordinary, 
phiede him ; hee liquors himselfe in the juice of my bounty ; 
Ind when hee hath sudct up strength of spirit he squeaseth 
l^in my owne &oe ; when I have refind and sharp'd his 
iHte with good food, hee cuts my fingers, and breakes jests 
i[pm me. I beare them, and beate Mm ; but by this light 
Bte dull-eyed thinks he dos wel, dos very well ; and but 
Bbat hee and I are of two faithes — I fill my belly, and 
Efieds his braine — ^I could find in my heart to hug him — 
to hug him. 

Md. Pree-thee, perswade him to assume spirit, and 
iahteus. 

Qua, Lampatho, Lampatho, art out of countenance ? 
^or witts sake, salute these beauties. How doost like them? 

Lam. Uds fut 1 I can liken them to nothing but great 
Kiens great horse upon great dayes, whose tailes are trust 
tp in silke and silver. 

Qm. To them, man ; salute them. 

Lam. Blesse you, faire ladies. God make you all his 
leTvants. 

Met. God make you all his servants ! 

Qua. Hee is holpen well had need of you ; for bee it 
poken without prophanisme, hee hath more in this traine. 
• feare mee you ha more servants then he : I am sure the 
^i^ is an angell of darkenesse, 
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Zflm. I, but those are angels of light. 

Q^ua, Light angela \ pree-tliee leave them ; with' 
little, and heare a sonnet ; pT©e-tbee heare a sonnet. 

Lam. Made of Albanoa widdow tliat was, and Moi 
aieuT Laverdnrea wife that must be, 

Qua, Come, leave his lips, and command some Hqi: 
if you baye no bottle-ale, command some claret wine 
bourrage, for that '3 my predominate hmnor ; aleeke-b 
Bacchus, lets fill thy guttes. 

Lam. Nay, heare it, and reUiah it juditionaly. 

Qwa, I do reUish it moat juditially. [Q/m. im 

Lorn. Adored excellence 1 debciouB, sweet I 

Qua. Dcbcious, sweete I good, ycTy good \ 

Lam* If thou canst taste the purer juice of lore. 

%m. If thou canst taste the purer Juice; good 
good still, 

Qii^. I doc reUish it ; it taitea sweete. 

Lam, Is not the metaphor good ? 1st not well foUaw! 

Qua. Passing good, very pleasing. 

Lam, Ifit not sweete ? 

Qua. Let me see ■ t ; Ih make it sweete ; 
He soate it in the juice of Helicon* 
Bir Lady, passing sweete; good, passing sweete, 

Lctiii, You wrong my muse. 

Qua. The Irish flux upon thy muse, thy whorish 
Heere is no place for her loose brothelry. 
We will not deale mth her, Cloe ! away, away I 

Lmi, Be be reyeug'd, 

Q?/#* How, prefi-thee, in a play? Come, eome> be 
In private severance from societie ; 
Here leapes a vaiue of bbud inflam'd with love. 
Mounting to pleasurcj all adict to mirth ; 
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kmlt read a satyie or a sonnet now, 

hiding their ayery Iramor with 

Lam. Lamp-oyk^ watch-candles, mg-gownes, and small 

juice, 
Idn oonuncms, foure a dock rising, — ^I renounce you all. 
ow may I temally abandon meat, 
BSt, fustie, you which most imbrac'd disuse, 
tm made me an asse ; thus shapt my lot, 
am a meere scholler, that is a meere sot. 
Qua. Gome, then, Lampe, ile powre fresh oyle into 

thee; 
pply thy spirit, that it may nimbly tume 
nto the habit, fashion of the age. 
I make thee man the scholler, inable thy behaviour 
pt for the intertaine of any presence, 
e tume thee gallant : first thou shalt have a mistresse. 
[ow is thy spirit rais'd to yonder beauty ? — 
be with the sanguine cheeke, the dimpled chinne ; 
he pretty amorous smile, that dips her lips 
nd dallyes bought her cheeke ; 
hee with the speaking eye, 
hat castes out beames as ardent as those flakes 
liich sing'd the world by rash-braind Phaeton ; 
lie with the lip ; — lips 1 — she, for whose sake 
man could finde in his heart to in-hell himselfe 1 
here 's more philosophy, — more theoremes, — 
[ore demonstrations, — «11 invindble, — 
lore cleare divinity drawne on her cheeke, 
hen in all volumes tedious paraphrase 
i musty eld. O, who would staggering doubt 
he soules eternity, — seeing it hath 
^f heavenly beauty but to case it up 1 
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Who would difitnist a supreame esiitencej 
Able to confound, when it can create 
Suet heaven on eartli — able to intranoe, 
Amaze I 0^ 'tia ProvideneCj not chance \ 

Lam, Now^ by the firont of Jove, me thinks her eve 
Shootes mtjre Bpirit in me- O Imntk femtmne ! 
How powerfiill art thon t What deepe nii^ck lyes 
Within the circle of thy speaking eyes I 

Qim, Why J now could I eate thee; thou dooat 
mine appetite* I can diaist thee, God made thee %\ 
foobj and happy and ignorant, and amarous, and 
fraile, and a saiyrist, and an esaayest, and sleepy, s 
proud, and indeed a fook, and then thou shalt bee suns 
all these. Doe but acome her^ ahec is thine owne; 
her carelealy, and her eye promiaeth ahee will be bound ti 
the good abbearing* 

CeL Now, sister Melctza, doost marke their craft ; mm 
straggling thoughts transport thy attentiveuesae from 
discourse. Wast lacomos or our brothers plot ? 

Lav, Both, both, sweete lady ; my page heard all : wi 
mette the roague, so^ like Albano, I beat the roague* 

Sim, 1^ but when you were gone, the roague beat me. 

Luis, Now, take my counsell r Ksten> 

MeL A pretty youths a pretty well*shapt youth; I 
good leg, a Tery good eye, a sweete ingenious face, BsAl 
warrant a good witte; nay, wMch is more, if bee b<« 
pooi'c, I aaaure my soule hee is chaste and honest; good 
faith, I fancy I fancie him : I, and I may chance j—well( 
Ik tbinke the rest. 

Qua. 1 aay, bee carelesse still : court her without ccwffl' 
plement \ take spirit. 

I^v, Wert not a pleasing jeaat for me to doath 
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tother rascall like Albano ; say 

id rumor him retum'd, without all deceit ; 

3uld not b^et errors most ridiculous ? 

Qua. Meletza, beUa^ beUetzal Madonna^ bella, heUa, 

Metza ! pree-thee kisse this initiated gallant. 

Mel, How would it please you, I shoidd respect yee. 

Lam, As any thing, What You Will as nothing. 

Mel. As nothing ! How will you valew my love ? 

Lam, Why, just as you respect me — as nothing ; for out 

nothing, nothing is bred : so nothing shall not beget 

f-thing, any-thing bring nothing, nothing bring any- 

Dg, any-thing and nothing shall be What You Will ; my 

ach mounting to the valieu of my selfe, which is 

Mel. What, sweete 

Lam, Your nothing, light as your selfe, scencelesse as 

or sex, and just as you would ha me — nothing. 

Mel, Your wit skips a morisco ; but, by the brightest 

ingle of my tier, I Touchsafe you intire unaffected favor, 

are this gentle spirit, be not proud. 

leeve it, youth, slow speech swift love doth often shrowd. 

Lam. My soul's intranc'd ; your favor doth transport 

J scence past scence, by your adored graces, 

loat, am rapt i 

Mel. Nay, if you ML to passion and past scence, 

f breasts no harbor for your love. Go, packe ! Hence ! 

QtMK. Uds fut! thou gull! thou inkie scholler! Ha^ 

thou whoreson fop ! 
It not thou clappe into our fashion'd gallantry ? 
uldst not be proud and skomfull, loofe and vaine ? 
ds, my hearts object ! what a plague is this ? 
f soul's intraunc'd* Fut ! couldst not dip and kisse ? 
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My soul *a mtrauac'd 1 ten thousand crownes at least 
Lost, lost. My sculps iotrumicM [ Loves life, O beost \ 

Alb, Celia, open; openj Celia: I would enter: 
Celial [C 

Fran. Celia, open ; open^ Celia : I would enter ; o|i 

Mh. WTiat, Celk, let in thy husband, Albano ; 
Celia t [C 

Fran. What, Celia, let in thy husband, Albano i 

Al^. Ud3 i f, i fut I let Albaao enter. 

M-an. Uds f, f, f, fut ! let Albano enter. 

Cel. Sweete breast, you ha playd the wag, yfaith 1 

Qtm. Bekeve it, sweete, not L 

MeL Come, ynu have attired some fiddler like Alb 
to fright the perfumer ; ther 'a the jest, 

San. Good fortunes to our sister, 

MeL Anda speedy marriage, 

Jdr. Then we must wish her no good fortunes. 

loco. For abame ! for shame I Straight cleere 
house ; sweepe out this dust ; fling out this trash ; retl 
to modesty. Your husband ! I say, your husband Alb 
that was suppoad drowud, is retum'd, — I, and at the ( 

Cel. Ila, ha ! My husband 1 Ha, ha I 

Adr. Laugh you ? Shameles ! Laugh you ? 

CeL Come, come, your plots discoverd. Good MLl 
kinsmen, I am no skohl. To shape a perfumer like m^ 
husband 1 sweete jest I 

loco. Last hopes all knowne. 

Cel. For penuance of your fault, will you maintaine a I 
jest now? My love hath tired some fiddler like Mb«,j 
like the Perfumer, 

La^. Not 1 1 by blessednesse, not I, 
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JW. Come, tis trae. Do but support the jest, and you 
riiall surfet with laughter. 

loco. Paith, we condiseend ; twHl not be crosd, I see. 
Ibyrriage and hanging go by destiny. 

jilb. B, b, b, bar out Albano ! O adulterous, impudent I 

Uran. B, b, b, bar out Albano ! O thou matchlesse 
R g. g* gigglet I 

^ Mter Albano and Feancisco. 

Qua. Let them in ! Let them in ! Now, now, now ! 
Observe, observe ! Look, look, look ! 

loco. That sames a fiddler, shapt like thee. Eeare 
Moght ; bee confident : thou shalt know the jest heere^ 
kfter: be confident; feaie naught; blush not; stand firme. 

Jtli. Now, brothers; now,gaJlants; now,sisters; now call 
% perfumer a gutter-maister. Bar mee my house ; beate 
qaee, — baflie mee, — skoffe mee, — deride me ! Ha, that I 
mtsie a young man againe I By the mas, I would ha you 
idl by the eares, by the mas law. I am Francisco Soranza 1 
Vm I not, gigglet, strumpet, cutters, swaggerers, brothell 
huRmtevs ? I am Francisco ! O God ! O slaves 1 O dogges, 
logger, curres I 

laeo. No, sir ; pray you, pardon us ; we confesse you 
vte not Francisco, nor a perfumer, but even 

JJb. But even Albano. 

loco. But even a fiddler, — ^a miniken tickler, — a pum, 
p^mn! 

liran. A scraper, scraper ! 
i^ not asham'd, before Albanos face, 
t*o dip his spouze ? O shamlesse, impudent ! 

Toco. Well said, perfumer. 

Jib, A fiddler, — ^a scraper, — a miniken tickler, — a pum, 
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^z, I, thats tlie hopefall day. 
^.el. I, there thou hitst it. 
ua. Pray God he hit it. 
w. Play. 

The Daunce. 

ICO, They say ther 's revells and a play at court. 
%v. A play to-night ? 
m. I, tis this gallants wit. 
CO, 1st good ? Ist good ? 
im, I feare twill hardly hit. 
m, I like thy feare ; wel, twil have better chance ; 
's naught more hatefull then ranck ignorance. 
i. Come, gallants^ the table spread; wiU you to 
3r? 

ta. Yes ; first a maine at dice, and then weele eate. 
ni. Truely the best wittes have the bad'st fcNrtune at 
Btill. 

m. Whole play P whole play ? 
n. Not I ; in truth I have still exceeding bad fortune 
3e. 

I: Come, «han we in ? Infayth thou art suddaine sad. 
feare the shaddow of my long-dead lord ? 
v. Shaddow ! Ha 1 I cannot tel. 
tryeth all things : well, well, well ! 
«. Would I were Time, then. I thought twas for 
thing that the old fornicator was bald behinde. Go ; 
on, passe on. 

[Exeunt 




^ H^ Ourtahies are dramm b^ a Fag&y and CklijJ 
L^TEitDUEE, QuADRAtua and Lyzabettaj 1 
PATHO €md Meletkaj Simp LI CI us and Ldcea^ 
plai/edf diiing at Dlmer, Tke Song u sun 
which a Page whispers with SiSiPUCius^ 

[EEDE, and be fat, my fayre CaKd 

EivOj lieer *s good juioej freah bnii 

boy! I 

Lam. I eommeiid, oonunend my \ 

to yee, kdy. 

Mel. In trotb, sir^ you dwell farre from nei 

that are inforc'd to commend your selfe. 

Qua. Why, Simplidua, whether now, man; 
feshiona sake, stirre not ; sit stilly sit still. 

I must needs rise ; much good do it you. 
Qwii. Dooat thou tbinke thy rising will do them Hj 
good ? Sit still ; ait still ; carve me of that, good ' 
him. Fill, Bacchus, iUl ! 

Sim. I must needs bee gone; and youle come toj 
chamber to-moirow morning, I send you a hu 
crownea. 
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QtMr. In the name of prosperitie, what tide of hap- 
iinesse so suddeinly is flou'd upon thee ? 

Sim, He keepe a horse and foure boyes, with grace of 
iiriane now. 

Qua. Now, then, ifaith, get up and ride. 

Sm. And I do not ? lie thwack a jerkin till he groane 
Igaine with gold lace. Let mee see ; what should I desire 
tf Grod ? Mary a cloake, linde with rich taffata ; white 
■ttin sute ; and my gilt rapier from pawne : nay, shee 
jhaU give me a chaine of pearle, that shall pay for all. 
Iw^d boy ; good Sinior. Good boye ; good Sinior. 
\ Qua. Why, now, thou speaketh in the most imbrac'd 
pduoa that our time hugges ; no sooner a good fortune 
)t a fresh sute falls upon a fellow that would ha beene 
(old to ha shou'd into your society, but, and he met you, 
le fronts you with a faint eye, throwes a squint glauncc 
liar a wried shoulder, and cryes twixt the teeth, as very 
psdmonious of breath. Good boy, good Sinior; good 
boy, good Sinior. Death, I wiU search the life blond of 
fOQi hopes. 

Sim. And a fresh pearle-colour silke stocking O, 

1 1 1 1, lie goe to the halfe-crowne ordinary every meale ; 
Be have my ivory boxe of tobacco ; He converse with 
lone but counts and courtiers. Now, good boy, good 
Snior, a paire of massie sHver spurs, to a hatch short 
rarordy and then your imbroderd hanger; and, good 
boor 

Qua. Shut the windowes, darken the roome, fetch whips; 
iiie fellow is madde : hee raves, hee raves, — talkes idly, — 

imatique : who procures thy 

; Sim. One that has eate fat capon, suckt the boUd 
chicken, and let out his wit with the foole of bounty, one 
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Fabius* lie scorne Mm ; hee goes upon Eridaies in bl 
saltan, 

Q^a, FabiusI By this liglit^ a eoggiiig chetor: 
lives on love of marchants wives ; he stands OE the I 
of maines ; liee fiimbheth your ordinan^ for is bidi 
feeds scot-fiee ; keepes fams golt! in Ma purse, to pufe-f 
upcu maiues, by wliieli he lives^ and keep^ a fake bo| 
his Lecles ; he is dam'd Fabius. 

Sim, He is a fine mmi^ law, and has a good wit; 
when he list he can go in black sattin, I, and in a 
Un'd ttith unahorne vehet. 

Qua, By the salyation of hmnanityj he 's more peBti) 
then the plagnc of hee that fell npon Egipt ; thou hast 1 
knave if thou credit it ; thou art an asse if thou foUow 
and shalt be a perpetual ideot if thou persue it : renon; 
the world, the lieah, the divell, and thy trust in nri 
wives, for they wil double with thee : and so I beU 
my selfc to the sueking of the juioe capon, my ingle boti 
ale, and his gentleman iislier, that squiers him red he: 
A foole I found thee, and a foole I leave thee ; beare 
cordj Heaven, tis against the providence of my spe^ 
Good boy, good Simor. {Ea 

^ Bnkr Slip^ Nows, Doite, and Bydet. 

Sim. Ha* ha, ha t Good boy, good Sinior. What a fofl 
^tis I Ha, ha, what an asse 'tis I Sare you^ young 
tlemen, is shee coramingP Will she meete me? Shal 
inconnter? Ha? 

Bid, You were not lapt in your mothers smock : f 
ha not a good cheeke, an inticing eye, a smooth akiime, 
well- simp t leg, a fairc hand : you cannot bring a weiK 
into a fooles parradize for you. 
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5ii». Not I, by this garter, lamafoole, avery niimy,I! 
kw call you her P How call you her P 
> Bid, Call her P Tou rise on your right side to-day, 
Ittry. CaU her P her name is Mistresse Perpetuana : shee 
loot very faire, nor goes extraordinary gay, 
I Sm. She has a good skinne P 

\ Bii, A good skin ? She is wealthy ; her husbands a 
ix>le : sheele make you ; she weares the breeches ; sheele 

kdce you 

Sim. He keepe two men, and ihey shall be taylors ; they 
hall make sutes continually, and those shall be doath of 
Irer. 

^Bid, Tou may go in beaten pretious stones every day. 
bny, I must acquaint you with some observances, which 
tn must persue most religiously. She has a foole; a 
ItoraU foole waights on her, that is indeed her pander ; to 
bn^ at the first, you must be bounteous ; what-so-ere 
ee craves, — ^bee it your hatte, doake, rapier, purse, or 
idi trifle, — giv 't, giv 't ; the night will pay all ; and to 
law all suspect from persuing her love for base gaine sake. 
&m. Giv'tP by this light. He giv't, wert gaine. I 
Be not for her chaine of pearle, onely her love ; gaine? 
he first thing her bounty shal fetch is my blush-colour 
itten sute from pawn : gaine P 

Bid, When you heare one winde a comet, shee is com- 
ing downe Saint Markes streete : prepare your speech, 
ick your lippes, lighten your spirits, fresh your bloud, 
eeke your cheekes, for now thou shalt be made for ever 
. perpetuall and etemall gull), [Exit Bydet. 

8m, I shall so ravish her with my court-ship ; I have 
iGh variety of discourse, such coppy of phrase to begin, 
I this : — Sweete lady, Ulisses dog, after his maisters ten 
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yeares travell. I sliall so tide Her : or thus, — Pure beaaif, 
there is a stone 

Slip. Two stones, man. 

Sim. Call'd, 'tis no matter wliat. I ha the eloqi 
I am not to seeke, I warrant you. 

^ The comet is winded. Enter Pippo, Bydbt ; PiPP( 
attired like a merchants wife, and Btdet like a/oole. 

Sweete lady ; Ulisses dog ; there 's a stone called — 
O Lord ! what shall I say ? 

Slip, Is all your eloquence come to this P 

Sim. The glorious radient of your glimmering eies, your 
glittering beauties blind my witt, and dazled my 

Pip. lie put on my maske, and please you ; pray yoiM 
winke, pray you. 

Bid. O fine man! my mistresse loves you best. I 
dreamt you ga me this sword and dagger. I love your 
hatte and feathier, O ! 

Sim. Doe not crie, man ; do not crie, man -. thou shalt 
ha them. I, and they were 

Bid. O, that purse, with all the white pence in it! 
Fine man ! I love you ! Give you the fine red pence 
soone at night ? He I I thanke you : where 's the fook 
now? 

Sim. He has all my money ; I have to keepe my sdfe, 
and 

Slip. Poght ! 

Pip. Sir, the foole shall lead you to my house; the 
foole shall not. At night I expect you : till then, take this 
scale of my affection. 

[Within.] Qua. What, Simplicius I 
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^m. I come, Quadratus. Grentlemen, as yet I can but 

mke you ; but I must bee trusted for my ordinary soone 

night ; or stay. He — The foole has unfiimisht mee ; 

t 'twill come againe, good boy. 

[Within,] Qua, What, ho ! Simplicius I 

Sim, Good boy, good boyes. I come, I come, good 

res, good boyes. 

Bid, The foole shall waight on thee. Now, do I merrit 

bee yclipped, Bosphoros Carmelydon Monorificacuminos 

deit ? Who, who has any square dice ? 

Pip, Many, sir, that have I. 

Bid. Thou shalt loose thy share for it in our purchase. 

?ip, I pray you now, pray you now. 

Bid, Sooner the whissell of a marriner 

Jl sleeke the rough curbes of the ocean back. 

w speake I like my selfe : thou shalt loose thy share. 

Enter Quadratus, Lavekdueb, and Celia; Sim- 
plicius, Meletza, Lyzabetta, Lucea, and 
Lampatho. 

Pip. Ha ! take all, then. Ha ! 
8«a. Without cloake, or hat, or rapier ? Figh ! 
3im. Gods me ! Looke yonder. Who gave you these 
igs? 

Bid. Mistris Perpetuanos foole. 
^im. Mistris Perpetuanos foole 1 Ha, ha ! there lies 
est. Sinior, the foole promised me he would not 
re me. 

Bid, I know the foole well. He will sticke to you : 
I not use to for-sake any youth that is inamord on an 

19 
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other mans wife ; hee strives to keepe company with \ 
crimson satten sute continually; he loves to be al obi 
with a critique ; a good wit, selfe-conceited, a hauke-beaiet 
a dogge-keeper, and great with the nobility ; hee doate 
upon a meere scholler, an honest flat foole; but, abovt 
all, hee is all one with a fellow whose doake hath a betU 
inside then his out-side, and his body richer lia'd ihei 
his braine. 

Sim. XJds ! so I am cosoned. 

Pip. Pray you, maister, pardon me ; I must loose in| 
share. 

Sim. Give me my purse againe. 

Bid. You gave it me, and De keept. 

Qua. Well done, my honest crack, thou shalt be ni| 
ingle fort. \ 

Lav, He shall keepe all, maugre thy beardles chin, thji 
eyes. 

Sim. I may go starve till Midsomer quarter. 

Qua. Foole ! Get thee hence. 

Pip. He to schoole again, that I will : I left in one » 
presenti, and He begin in asse in presenti; and so gooti 
night, faire gentry. [Exit Pippa 

Qua. The triple ideotts coxcombe crownes thee. 
Bitter epigrames confound thee ; 
Cucold be when ere thou bride thee ; 
Through every comick sceane be drawne, 
Never come thy cloathes from pawne ; 
Never may thy shame be sheathed. 
Never kisse a wench sweet breathed. 

\ComeU 90ud 
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Mnter as many Fages with torches as you can; Ean- 
DOLFO and Adrian ; Iacomo bare; the Duke with 
attendantes. 

Ran, Seace ! the duke approacheth : tijs almost night, 
for the dukes up : now begins his day. 
Borne, grace his entrance. Lightes ! lightes ! Now ginnes 
our play. 

Du, Still these same hauling pipes: sound softer straines; 
lumber our scence : tut ! these are vulger straines. 
Jamiot your trembling wiers throw a chaine 
tf powerfull rapture bout our mazed scence ? 
Sliy is our chaire thus cushion'd tapistry ? 
Hiy is our bed tired with wanton sportes ? 
Fhy are we cloath'd in glistring attiers ? 
r common blondes can heare, can feele, 
!an sit as soft, lie as lascivious, 
tut aU as rich as the greatest potentate ; — 
oule ! and you cannot feast my thristing eares 
fith aught but what the Hp of common berth can tast, — 
ake all away ; your labors idly wast. 
Thai sport for night ? 

Lam. A commedy, intitled Temperance. 

Du. What sot elects that subject for the court ? 
That should dame Temperance do here ? Away ! 
he itch on Temperance, your morrall play ! 

Qua, Duke, prince, royall blond ! — thou that hast the 
jst meanes to be damn'd of any lord in Venice ; — ^thou 
»at man ! let me kisse thy flesh. I am fat, and therefore 
ithfuU ; I will do that which few of thy subjects do, — 
ve thee : but I wiD. never do that which all thy subjects 
), — flatter thee. Thy humors reall, good ; a commedie ? 
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No, and thy scence would banquit in deliglites 

Appropriat to the bloud of emperors, 

Peculier to the state of majesty, 

That none can rellish but dilated greatnesse, 

Vouchafe to view the structure of a sceane 

That stands on tragike sollid passion. 

O thats fit trafick to commerce with birthes ! 

Straind from the mud'bf base unable braines. 

Give them a sceane may force their struggling bloud 

Base up on tiptoe in attention, 

And fill their intellect with pure elixed wit ; 

O thats for greatnesse apt, for princes fit ! 

Du. Darst thou then undertake to sute our eares 
With such rich vestment ? 

Qua. Dare! Yes, my prince, I dare; — nay, more, 
will. 
And He present a subject worth thy soule ; — 
The honor'd end of Cato Utican. 

Bu, Whole personate him ? 

Qua. Marry, that wil I, on suddaine, without change. 

Lu. Thou want'st a beard. 

Qua. Tush! a beard nere made Cato, though mai 
mens Cato hang onely on their chin. 
Suppose this flowre the city Utica, 
The time the night that prolong'd Catos death ; 
Now being plac'd moung his philosophers, 
These first discourse the soides eternity. 

laco, Cato grantes that, I am sure, for he was valiai 
and honest, which an epicure nere was, and a cowai 
never wiU be. 

Qua. Then Cato holdes a distinct notion 
Of individuall actions after death. 
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bis being argu'd, his resolve maintaines 

I true magnanimous spirit should give up durt 

k durt, and with his owne flesh dead his flesh, 

(ore chance should force it crouch unto his foe ; 
.!o kill ones selfe, some I, some hold it no. 
^ these are pointes would intice away ones soule 
so breakes indenture of base prentisage, 

^ ^/^ Francisco. 

^nd run away from 's boddy in swift thoughts, 
(To melt in contemplation's lushious sweetes ! 
J^ow, my volujptious duke. He feede thy scence 
Worth his creation : give me audience. 

Fran, My leidge, my royall leidge, heare, heare my 
sute. 

Qua, Now may thy breath nere smell sweete as long as 
thy loungs can pant, for breaking my speech, thou Mus- 
eovite ! thou stinking perfumer 1 

^ ^^rALBANO. 

Du, Is not this Albano, our some times courtier ? 
Fran. No, troth, but Francisco, your alwaies perfumer* 
AU), Lorenzo Celso, our brave Venice Duke, Albano 
Xelletzo, thy merchant, thy soldier, thy courtier, thy slave, 
ihy any-thing, thy What thou Wilt, kisseth thy noble 
T3loud. Doe mee right, or els I am canonized a cuckold ! 
canonized a cuckold ! I am abus'd ! — I am abusd ! — ^my 
infes abusd! — my cloathes abusd! — my shape, — ^my 
liouse, — ^my all, — abusd ! I am swome out of my selfe, 
-—heated out of my selfe, — baffled, — geird at, — laught at, 
— ^bard my owne house, — debard my owne wife ! — whilst 
others swill my wines, — gurmandize my meat, meat, — 
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kisse my wife ! — O gods ! O gods ! O gods ! g( 
O gods ! 

Lav. Whoist? WhoistP 

CeL Come, sweete, this is your waggery, yfaith; asi i 
you knew him not. 

Lav. Yes, I feare I do too wel : would I could sWi 
away invisible. 

JDu. Assured this is hee. 

loco. My worthy leidge, the jest comes only thus. 
Now to stop and crosse it with mere like deceite : 
All being knowne, the French knight hath disguisd 
A fiddler, like Albano too, to fright the perfumer :— tliii * 
is all. 

Du. Art sure tis true ? 

Mel, Tis confest tis right. 

Alb. I, tis right, tis true ; right ; I am a fiddler, a 
fiddler, a fidler,— uds fut ! a fidler. He not beleeve 
thee ; thou art a woman : and tis knowne, Veritas no» 
querit angulos, truth seekes not to lurke under varthingalls; 
Veritas non querit angulos, a fidler ? 

Lav. Worthy sir, pardon ; and permit me first to con- 
fesse your selfe, — your deputation dead, hath made my 
ove live, to offend you. 

Alb. I, mock on, — skoffe on, — flout on, — do, do do. 

Lav. Troth, sir, in serious. 

Alb. I, good, good ; come hether, Celia. 
Burst breast, rive heart a sunder ! Celia, 
^Vhy startest thou back ? Seest thou this, Celia ? 
O me ! how often, with lascivious touch, thy lip 
Hath kissd this mark ? How oft this much-wrong'^ 

breast 
Hath borne the gentle waight of thy soft cheeke ? 
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Cel. O me, my deerest lord, — my sweete, sweete 
love I 

Aid, What, a fidler, — ^a fidler? Now, thy love, 
am sure thou skomst it ; nay, Celia, I could tell 
rhat, on the night before I went to sea, 
ud tooke my leave, with hymeneall rights, 
That thou lisped 
ito my eare, a fidler and perfumer now ! 

Adr. And 

J2«». Deere brother. 

loco. Most respected Sinior ; 
eleeve it, by the sacred end of love, 
Tiat much, much wronge hath forc'd your patience, 
roceeded from most deere affied love, 
•evoted to your house. 

Adr, Beleeve it, brother ? 

loco. Nay, your selfe, when you shall heare the occur- 
uices, wiU say tis happy, commicall. 

Ban. Assure thee, brother. 

Alb. Shall I be brave? Shall I be my selfe now? 
•ove, give me thy love ; brothers, give me your breasts ; 
rench knight, reach me thy hand; perfumer, thy fist. 
hike, I invite thee ; love, I forgive thee ; Frenchman, I 
ug thee. He know all, — lie pardon all, — and He laugh 
:aU! 

Q^a, And lie curse you all ! 
^ yee ha interrupt a sceane ! 

Bu. Quadratus, we wiQ heare these pointes discussd, 
^ith apter and more calme affected houres. 

Qua. Well, good, good. 

Alb. Wast even so? Yfaith, why then, caprichious 
mirth, 
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Skip, light moriscoes, in our firolick bloud, 
Maggd veines, sweete, plump with fresh-iiifused joyes! 
Laughter, pucker our cheekes, make shoulders shog 
With chucking lightnesse ! Lbve once more thy Hppes! 
For ever claspe our hands, our hearts, our creasts. 
Thus front, thus eyes, thus oheeke, — ^thus all shall meetel \ 
Shall dip, shall hug, shall kisse, my deere, deere sweete! 
Duke, wilt thou see me revell? Come, love, daunce. 
Court gallants, court ; — suck amorous dalliance ! 

Lam. Beauty, your heart ! 

Mel, First, sir, accept my hands. 
Shee leapes too rash that falls in suddeine bands. 
• Lam, Shall I dispaire P Never will I love more ! 

Mel, No sea so boundles vast but hath a shore. 

Qiwf. Why, marry me. 
Thou canst have but soft flesh, good bloud, sound bones; 
And that which fils up all your bracks, — good stones. 

Lyz, Stones, trees, and beasts, in love still firmer 
proove 
Then man ; lie none ; no hold-fastes in your loves. 

Lav, SiQce not the mistresse, — come on, faith, tk 
maide. 

Alh, Ten thousand duckets, too, to bote, are laide. 

Lav. Why, then, winde comets, lead on, jolly ladde. 

AJh, Excuse me, gallants, though my legges lead wrong, 
'Tis my first footing ; winde out, nimble tongue. 

Dm. 'Tis well, 'tis well: — how shall we spend this 
night? 

QjAa, Gulpe Rhenish wine, my Hedge, let our paunch 
rent; 
Suck merry gellyes ; preview, but not prevent, 
No mortaU can, the miseries of life. 
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AUb, I home invite you all. Come, sweete, sweete wife. 
fy Hedge, vouchsafe thy presence. Drinke, till th^e 
ground looke blew, boy ! 

(^, Live still in springing hopes ! — still, in fresh new 
joyes, 
[ay your loves happy hit in faire-cheekt wives, — 
our flesh still plumpe with sap'd restoratives, 
hat 's all my honest frolick heart can wish. 
- fico for the mew and envious pish 1 
ill night, I wish good food and pleasing day ; 
ut then sound rest. So ends or slight-writ play. 

\IlxeunL 
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NOTES TO THE FIUST VOLUME. 



Page 13, Eue 1. Jfiw^ Amhree,—ThB well-tnowii Engat 
heroine of the ballads of the siiteentli and aeventeentli centuria, 
who waa ao cclebmtcd that hpi* name became proTerbiaJ for fesufc 
valour* She h atatcd, on mi certain ftulhorityj to have perfbmJ«d 
prodigiea at the Biege of Ghent in 15&4^ — 

Aji*1 wlieii h&r fiUse gianiier. to Hpoyle htt iatait. 
Away all her tielleta aud puwilcr hftd sent, 
Straiglil witljiier It ten weapon she Bbiht him in tliree: 
Wus not ihia n biii?e boiiny ksae, Mary Amhrce ? 

Paj^ 14, line 1. A lofee forehead, — A Mgh forehead wis tn- 
ciently considei'ed a. great beauty, aiid a low ono a proportiDn»(* 
deformity » Thus Caliban, in the Tempeat, is fearful of beinj 
" tomed to bajnacleH, ot ti> apes mth foreheads vUlainQUt io». 
Again, in Antony and Cleopatra^ — ** her for^ihead as low aa ^ 
would wish it,'* Compare an old bkck-lefctcsr ballad^ The Pe&t^ 
lesae Paragon, — 

Her beeUiEF browi all men athuirtt, 

Heif forehead wondfoiid loflr. 

Pege 14, line 6. Me look^ like a maff-pate. — The term May* 
pole appeara to hare been generally one of oantempt^ apphed oi 
only to a tall person, but to any one who was the object ol 
derision. In the first edition of the Merry WiTes of Windsd 
1602, Faktaff, after having been decdved by th« pp&teoded £i " ' 
says, — " Ay, 'tis well ^ I am your Maypole j you hare the 
of me." CbmpMTs, alaoj the Midanmmcr Night'a Driam^ — ^ha 
low am Ij thou psinted Maypole P" 

Page 15, line 5, Whmi beauties d&se Ji^M^s np. ^ Close fyl 
is an old sea-term. *'A ship' sc^^seJl^MB are small led^ep of wod 
laid crosae one another, like the grates of iron in a prison wintlo' 
betwixt th© maine maat and fore msat^ and ane called gratings < 
nettingia^*^ Smith's Sea Grammar, 1627. 

P^ge 16, line ID, Eos. — Tliis prefix ahonld obTionaly be M^ 
but it is the plan of this edition to follow the old copies. 

Page 19j line 8. GG&de pwjr^fl.— a familial' moda of addrei 
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to be equival^ to mo%ke^, but not generally aaed in 
|atory sense which would oow be attaobcKl to tbo term* 
fdtef n borgy?, tirith good wind, and ln^i^ pugges, ont.^ may 
p[ii]es iu two days," Lilly *s Endymion, fck© also tlie 
rolumo, p. 112. 

|6, line 9. Lei mtisique aouad. — Mr, Dilkc is no doubt 
B printing those words, which B-re given as a stag© diroc- 
|ae old copy, as part of thj3 speech. 

tij line 26. O ^^ww*-.— So in eds. 1602, 1633, but no 
limple of the Terb cAa«fi» Um baon produced, and Mr^ 
— Ojuew th^ hrtoit. 

liiw i, ^ ccmiing Mtls, — A castinrr-bDttlc was a 
for oafliing or sprinkling perfntnes, iiilroduoed about 
of the sixteenth oeot u ry . "Oh, eiccllent, hecr ' a j our 
iottlei," TFBgedjr of EotfniaQ^ 1631. The tei'm ocoure 
P'nton Inventories, p- 27, *' Pray Jove, the perfumed 
tkeep their caatiug-bottles, pick-toothsj and ahlttlecocka 
4,^' Jonson*a Cynthia's Eevels. 

S, line 25. A&e&rted,— So in the copy hero naed. If 
it right} it is probably used in the sense of courted, but 
prjuta aaco^ied, a more obvious readings wMch may 
derived fi'om another copy of the same edition* 

19, line 13, /, bfd her U/«, — ^inother speech should 
hero, the an^angeinent in the toxt being tliat of the old 
It ly," observes Mr. DiLke^ "the reply of 

iti ^ _ .plimentcdon her likeuesfl t'O tbeprLni^eaa: 
"it altnoj^t necesearily led to 
ih iSf in the original^ given to 
in<3e of belonging to Flnvia," 
at in one copy at kiajit of 
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i-book by the printer of 
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^thor's own diction, 

k words should pro- 
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Page &6j line 17* The ffteerte vfQode. — Periiaps, by 
liiOQiiA^ Uie laat woM wm nu&de a diBsyiLible* Mf. Di 

Pig« 6X, line 2. jI ncp^Apr trallome in a greate il&p^ 
ho», ttfWrwardfl cdkd *%?*, were the large looa^ bi 
fasbiooable dumg the second half of th© sixteentb eentt 
Ilejwood, in bis Epigramines, ed. 1577, t^ktea & cimoi 
*^ di number of mttea misiakeu tor dt^elka iu a. man's sic 
wbioh it is ettit^d that & ^' big-breeobt maai'^ stowe 
cheeiH* in hia aLoppes, ^nd wben be put tbem on ogiun 
witlun them soiine rats who bad taken up their qnarten 
cheese. Wright, in his Passion* of the Miade, 1601^ 
slopa m '* almost capable of a huahel of wheatc, and ii 
of sackclothj they would *erve to carry niawlt t^ the m: 
WHS in allusion to Tarlton'a slopa, which ar» lUao cunoi 
in an epigram in the Letting of Humora Blood tn 
Vaiiie, 1611. 

Flftge 61, line 31* Sptak pare Jb&le. — This is idioi 
is in sense (^qnivalent t^^- — " 1 will speak like a pare £btj 
in OtheOo, act ii,—** Drunk ? and ^p^oA* parrot T' — tfa 
fooHfllilj or idlj like n parrot. 

Page 62, hue 30. An aMonw by a red laUitm. 
difrtingiiishing obaraMeristit'a of tbe alehouse was a sta 
window, gvnerallj placed in tbe wall OTi?r the door, pa 
" Be mild in a taviime ! *tis treason to the red latti 
tbe sigii-poM," Miseries of Inforoed Mai*riagi?. 

Page 67, line 19- 2^^* checkroU of m^ ier^aunU, 
foU waa a roll or book containing the names of the ser? 
of course onlj in large establLhments. The fo'" 
occars in the additiom to the Ordinatioei made at 
reign of Henry VIII,— 

Item, thfl md Clerkei-<ranptn>lleTB atiall mukc for etay qa 
yearn, a ruule of parchznent thnt shall he eaUftd thi; fktcb-rf^t^ 
rantaiue the nain» af rU tki^iii wJiidi Ehulkl he of the oi^maiie 
the cbirrk or tbc. household ; and da^ Iv to present in the vam 
allotinuice of t>ie wh^r of all them which ihul be attendAiit, ani 
katiBn and cketk of wnges of ol) tliem wUicli flJiaU he abtml. 

Page 79, htje 27. And mmtt be nailed up for a Hip.- 
sion to a piece of counterfeit inoneTi msde of brass < 
washed orer with silver or gold, wbich tra* usuaJlj tens 
" She vrliich thee deceaves with copper fuilt| is h^ 
Skialetheia, UBB, ^ 

Page 81, hue 11* Melki #p.~That is, belched 
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to bealke or breake wynde out of the stomake,'* Elyotes Diotion- 
arie, 1559. So, in the Towneley Mysteries, p. 314, — "To belke 
tiiai begyn, and spew that is irke.'* 

Page 112, Kne 13. CocJceall. — ^This term seems here used in a 
peculiar sense, for the best or most excellent of husbands. 

Page 112, line 19. Aristotles Prohlemes. — ^An allusion to a 
■yery common and popular chap-book, which has been reprinted 
in various forms up to the present time. The first edition 
appeared in 1595, under the title of, " The Problems of Aristotle, 
'vdth other Philosophers and Physitions, wherein are contained 
divers questions, with their answers, touchihg the Estate of Mans 
IBodie," 16mo. 

Page 112, line 22. Doe dreame not. — Query, — Gk)e, dreame 
not? 

Pago 113, line 3. Respective. — That is, respectful. 

Page 120, line 17. In his siddowe ribs. — The word siddow is 
of very unusual occurrence in early English, but it is preserved 
in the provincial dialect of the West of England. In Gloucester- 
shire, peas which become pulpy soft by boiling, are then said to 
be siddoto. 

Page 127, line 30. When it goes high-lone, — That is, q\ute 
alone. " When I could not stand a* high lone without I held by 
a thing," Blurt Master Constable. See Middleton's Works, ed. 
Dyce, i. 262. 

Page 137, line 28. Skvp like lavoUaes. — " He (Bodin) saith 
that these night-walking or rather night-dansing witches brought 
out of Italic into France that danse which is called la volta" 
Scot's Discoverie of Witchcraft, 1584, p. 42. This dance is fre- 
quently spoken of as comprising high bounds, — "a lofty jumping, 
or a leaping round," Davies's Orchestra. 

Page 138, line 15. Sport alone. — ^That is, excellent sport. The 
phrase is used by Robin Goodfellow, in the Midsummer Night's 
Dream, — "that must needs be sport alone." So again, in 
Englishmen for my Money, 1616, — ** Oh that youth so sweet so 
soone should tume to age ; were I as you, why this were sport 
alone for me to doe ;" and in WithaSs' Dictionarie, ed. 1608, 
p. 439,—" This is sport alone for the catt ; he meaneth, the beast, 
the foole is delighted with it." 

Page 139, line 9. SucJcets. — A species of sweetmeats. " Con- 
serves of old fruits forren and home-bred, sucketSy codinacs, 
marmilats, marchpaine, sugerbread," Harrison's Description of 
England, p. 167. 
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PagE 140, line 14, VaUs. — Thjit is, pr<msioiii. 

Page 219, lino 12. Se tmll taA-e pepper in the those insiniUk, 
i' — A curioua but comn^on phmM, applied to any one vha ii 
[hflfity and choleric* So, in Elderton's Lenton Stuffe, 1570|— 

Fur every man takes, p^ppiir i' the hmc 
For the wnggyngk* of a itrawt, God knowaej 
With cveiy lyiiTerynge wyqd that hloweacK 

Piige 219, line 15. Keeh it, or all ihefatV* in the /ra.— W* 
have alineady had an allu^aEL to keeling the pot in Antooio snd 

I HelBda, p. 56, — ** boy, keele your Tiit>uth, it rnntic* orer." To 
ksel, h an old English Terb of Anglo-Saion d^jriyatioti {a-tMSlaa)i 
in the aenpe of, to cooL To "keel the pot" waa a proTinflii 
pkraee sigmfying, to atdr its contents in a gcntlo msjiner, in (^rder 
to (?ool theu7, stid prevent them from boiling over. " Among* 
all whieh, I tbin^e it reason that that piu-BOn should have tjih po^ 
ridge, which, out of the heat of a good stomacke, t^aght hii paiidi^ 
ionera' wives in a qnart^ly sermon, jfoKHfr tuajfEs i(y keele d jpot, 
when it begen to seeth over j a right worthy domes tieall ehaplm 
for HeliogabaluB, yet, if yon marlcoj it is a profit able di*h of aoc- 
tpine, for unlesiie it he followed, all the fot is in the Sre,'* Niion's 
Strange Foot-Post with a Pactot full of Strange Petitions, 1613. 
'*To kelo, to cool, ae keU th^ poi" given m nscd in West- 
Bjorehmd hv Kennett in his 01osBatv, MS. Lansd. 1033 1 adi 

\ the phrase, I heheve, eontinu<3d in nse till a oomparatively peccirt 
period. Thore wer^, fi« before hinted in the pissage froEi 
JTixon^a tract, more than one method of kecitiDg the pot. Oaf 
plan was to expose a kdle-fnll to the ab% and when a httle 
cooled, to festore it to the pot. Another method was lo tab 
out a small quantity, and till the place up with cold wotff, 
the portion thus talcon out being termed the keeU,ng wkeen,— 

i of beef to RWDffl aftren ; 
ue frae me thij keeling wkeoD^ 



Gie nie i>Ef r, and ^e use ^rot«,— und lamp 
And yka time thud I stir tlifi pot>— Uc'b m 



Dr, G-oldsmith Bays the expression, as used in his time m 
Ireland, means, to aoum the pot; but if ho had entered iftto 
further particulars, his definition would probably have been idffli- 
tical with one of the explanationa above given. " Keal the pot- 
tage, cool it,*- MS. Glossary of Westmoreland Wofds written 
about the yeai? 1G90. In the North of England thefu is a 
children's ^rae in vogue, mention e<l by Brock ett, culled Keeling 
thepot^ in which a girl cornea in exclaiming, " Mother, motbffi 
the ^ot 's boiling over !" The answer isj "Then get the ladle iflJil 
keel it j'* and the amusemont is derived from tho various dii- 
oulties tliat are encountered in the endeavour to obtaia a kdk^ 
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To kele, as an archaism, in the simple sense of, to cool, is of 
exceedingly common occurrence. A few references may suffice : 
JiUcelde, in one MS. acoledy Bob. G-louc. Chron. p. 442 ; kele, 
34S. Sloane 1313, xv century ; Forme of Cury, p. 23 j Chaucer's 
Oourte of Love, 1076 ; " thy bytter heyt there is no man may 
iele," MS. Poem of the Body and the Soul ; mtson's Ancient 
3?opular Poetry, 1791, p. 79 ; Gower's Confessio Amantis^ v, ff. 
121, 131 ; Enterlude of Youth, repr. p.',33; Palsgrave, in v. Bay, 
in his Collection of English Words, ed. 1691, p. 39, has keale as 
a Lincolnshire word for a cold. " A kecUe-vatf a vessell wherein 
"beere, ale, &c. is set a coohng when it is brewed," Nomenclator, 
1.585. Keelers, which were tubs used for cooling beer, are often 
mentioned in old inventories. 

Page 221, line 10. Up-poTtt.—That is, upon 't. 

Page 224, Hne 13. Paweci.— That is, peized, weighed. "With 
just balance pais'd, distributed with due proportion,*' Fletcher's 
Purple Island. 

Page 226, line 20. Are in childe. — It is worthy of remark that 
Oerard, in his Herbal, 1597, speaks of a prolific species of rose as 
the childing rose. 

Page 231, line 32. My pretty peate. — Peat, a term of endear- 
ment for a dehcate person. " I overtook the wench, a pretty 
peat," Donne's Poems, p. 90. 

Page 232, Hne 21. A giglet. — That is, a dishonest wench. 

Page 244, line 21. / um. — A printer's error for / am. 

Page 248, line 31. A very smale sweete voice. — ^A small voice 
is a very weak, low voice. So, in Chaucer's Floure and the Leafe, 
180,— 

And than the company answered all, 
With Toices sweet enttined, and so small. 

Bulwer, in his Artificial Changeling, 1654, says, — " It is now 
held the accomplished gallantry of our youth, to frizle their haire 
like women, to spedke with an effeminate smalnesse ofvoice^ and 
in tendemesse of body to match them, and to bedeck themselves 
with most indecent trimming." 

Page 262, Une 9. French braule. — ^The earliest notice of the 
dance called the brawl yet met with, occurs in Sir T. Elyot's 
Boke named the Governour, — " By the second motion, whiche is 
two in numbre, may be signified celeritie and slownesse; whyche 
two, albeit they seme to discorde in their efiectes and natural pro- 
perties, therefore they may be wel resembled to the braule in 
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datmsyiig." The term is derhred from the French. " i 
a kinde of danoe^ diet de G-. BrangU^ idem, et hoc a J 
id est, motare, racillaro, to shogge or reele up and ( 
Minsheu. GotgntTe translatea hrande^ "a brawls or ( 
wherein many men and women, holding by the hands, c 
in a ring, and otherwhiles at l^ieth, move altogether." 
in another play, has particulany described one species < 
dance : see toL iL p. 258. So, in Good FeUowes, a ballad \ 
in 1569,— 

Good fsUowes mnst go learne to davnce. 
The brydeal is fullnear-a; 

nert is a bndl come out ofFroMncCy 
The fynt ye harde this yeare-a. 

Page 266, line 23. Marques of Mumchance, — An allu 
the game of mmnchance. " ChoMce^ a chance, hap, advi 
hauu^ ; also, the game at dice called mumchance, 
another," Cotgrave. 

Page 267, line 9. Apple-^quierB, — This word appears to h 
been used in several senses. An apple-squire was a kept | ^ 
and also a person who waited on a woman of bad characte^. 
the Belman of London, 1608, we are told the apple-squired 
the ^rson " to fetch'in the wine." The term was often sppT 
to a pimp. Miege translates it, un grotaier ecuyer de dame. 
Middleton*s Works, iiL 232 ; Cotgrave, in v. Oueillier ; 
in y. Chiataro ; Beaumont and Fletcher, iL 332 ; Hall's i 
i. 2 ; Podsley's Old Plays, xi. 284. 

His little lackey, a proper yong appU-squire, called Pandarus, whiche fi 
ricth the keye of his chamber with iiym. — Bullien's Dialogue, 1573, p. ^■ 
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